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BENEVOLENT EPISTLE 
SYLVANUS. URBAN, 


MASTER JOHN NICHOLS, 


IN ER, COMMON-COUNCILMAN OF PARRINGDON WARD; 


AND CENSOR-GENERAL OF LITERATURE. 


NOT FORGETTING 


MASTER WILLIAM HAYLEY. 


HOW now, prithee, John, 
Do not quarrel, man, 
-Let us be merry and 
Drink about. Catch. 


THz POET COMMENCETH IN A SUBLIME STRAIN OF HAPPY 
1M1ITATION OF CLASSIC SIMPLICITY; WITH THE ILLE EGO 
\ =—SELF-CONSEQUENCE OP THE MANTUAN BARD ; GIVING 
AN ACCOUNT OF THE VARIOUS THEMES OF HIS MUSE, FROM 
MAJESTY TO MR. JOHN NICHOLS—HE ASKETH THE REASON 
OF JOHN'S GREAT ANGER, AND FREETH HIMSELF FROM 
THE IMPUTATION OF ILLIBERALITY, BY TELLING THE 


WORLD WHAT HANDSOME THINGS HE HATH SAID OF TRE 


PRINTER>—THE POET ATTACKETH JOHN IN TURN FOR 
nis WANT OF CANDOUR==5PEAKETH ORACLES TO JOHN 
—MAKETH A FINE COMPARISON BETWEEN HIMSELF AND 
PURLING STREAMS; ALSO BETWEEN CURS, gars, AND 
| COURTIERS—THE POET DECLAIMETH VIRTUOUSLY AND 
vol. II. | 27 B PULI» 
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POLITICALLY AGAINST SWEARING IN A PASSION==CO M< 
PLAINETH OF INSTANCES OP JOHN'S CRUELTY TOWARDS 
HIM "FOR BARELY ADMINISTERING A FEW ADMONITORY 
LASHES TO THE BACK OF THE PRESIDENT OF THE ROYAL 
SOCIETY, MRS. PIOZZI, AND MR. BOSWELL——THE POET 
AGAIN COMPLAINETH OF JOHN'S DISINGENUOUSNESS 3 
PRAISING AT THE SAME TIME HIS OWN SWEETNESS OF 


-DISPOSITION—HE MENTIONETH THE HORRORS: OF DYING 


PEOPLE AT THE THOUGHT OF BEING EXHIBITED IN 
JOHN'S MAGAZINE, IN WHICH THE POET 18 SUPPOSED 10 
ALLUDE TO THE LETTERS OF THE REV. MR, BADCOCK | 
AND OTHERS, AS WELL AS s AN DATOuS ANECDOTES COL= 
L.ECTED FROM FAMILIES, TO GIVE A ZEST To_ HIS 


MONTHLY LUMBER—THE POET INFORMETH JOHN OF THE 
APPELLATION: GIVEN HIM BY SOME PEOPLE—ALSO OTHER | 
PEOPLE'S IDEA OF A MORE APPROPRIATE APPELLATION, 
THOUGH A VERY RUDE ONE, AND WHICH THE POET WAS 
ALWAYS TOO DELICATE TO USE——THE POET CONFESSE TR 
THAT HE MARVELTI.ED AT JOHN'S IMPUDENCE IN ASSUM= 
ING THE MANAGEMENT OP THE GENTLEMAN'S MACA- 
ZINE AFTER DR. JOHNSON 3 ON WHICH DR. JOHNSON THE 
" POET PASSE TH A JUST STRICTURE WITH UNPRECEDENTED 
DEFLICACY=THE POET CHALLENGETH JOUN TO SAY RR 
EVER EXPOSED HIM FOR HIS PRAISES OF SUCH AS CONTR1= 
BUTED TO HIS MAGAZINE—0R WHEN EE TRIED: TO 
ECLIPSE THE BIOGRAPHICAL FAME or PLUTARCH, BY 
RIS ANECDOTES or oog OLD BOWY ER—THE POET Ex- 
HIBITETS MORE INSTANCES OF GRANDEUR or SOUL 
8111 L MORE NOGLENESS=—STILL MORR— THE POET MAk- 


ETH A MOST LUMINOUS REMARK ON THE DIFFERENCE 
BETWEEN THE HAPPINESS OF FOOLS AND WISE MEN, 
AND CONCLUDETH WITH ADVISING JOHN TO MAKE, A 
"PROPEE APPLICATION OF HIS TALENTS. 
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_ . WIIO, ambitious that the brats, my rhymes. 

| Should ſee the gentlefolks of future times; 

Riſe like antiques in value, nor expire, 

Till Ruin ſpreads his univerſal fire: 
Dread thought! that to deſtruction muſt be givn 
This charming world, this handſome work of Heav n! 
I, who, -regardful of the courtier throng, 
To Kings, and Lords, and Commons, tun'd the fig ; - 
Bade Tom * no more indulge the golden dream, 

And kindly wiſh'd his wit a wiſer theme; 
Struck to the lime and mortar knight + the firing, - 
And hail'd of butterflies the nurſing king t, 
Who ſcorning ſuns and moons, with happier eyes, 
| Beholds from dunghills purple emp'rors g riſe; 
More bleſt on this our earth a frog to ſee, 
To find a cockle-ſhell, and boil a flea}, 
Than dwell in yonder ſkies, with glory crown'd, _ 
Where frogs, nor fleas, nor cockle-ſhells abound 3 _ 
More bleſt to mark a bat's than angels wing; ; 
| To hear a graſs-hopper than ſeraph ſing; 


0 1456 Mr. Warton, Poet Laureat. Vid. Brother peter to 
Brother Tom. 
| + Sir William Chambers. f Sir Joſeph Banks. 
S A Rare ſpecics of butterfly. Vid. the Ode upon 
Boiled Fleas, | 
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More pleas'd to 3 (if rumour juſtly paints) | 

The tails of tad-poles than the heads of ſaints; 

And hear (to fame if credetice may be given) 

One humming- bird than all the hoſt of " hęav'n; 

I, who to men of canvaſs ſtruck the lyre, : 2 

And ſet with rhyme the academy on fire * 8 | 

_Ofer Mount Parnaſſus Tove-like caſt my. hoe 3 
At poets ſmil'd, and poeteſſes too; "EG 

Preferr'd the ballads of the good O17 Baily, © | 

To all the cold pompoſities of HayLey, 5 5 

Whoſe rhymes , as ſoon as litter d, join the 1 

Where midſt her ſnadowy gulph Oblivion ſleeps: . 

So deep who ſcarce can dive into himſelf! 

So lofty, too, the tenant of the ſhelf! _ 

Now ſtiffer than recruits, ſo raw at drill ; | 

Now petit maitre of the MusEs' HILL ; 

I, who to grave reviewers figh'd my pray'r, 
Submiſſite bendir g at the critic chair; 

And, bluſhing, begg'd one little laurel ſprig, 

To bring importance, and adorn my wig : 


[Die Academy on fire.) i. e. produced an emulation amongft 
the ingenious artiſts—this paſſage ſeemed to want an explana- 
tion, as an illiberal reader might have imagined that I meant 
that my academic ,odes had put the members into a violent 
paſſion ; an idea ſo very foreign to my wiſhes, | 


+ Such is really the th: ſunk condition of this Ladies 


authar. | 
J, 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ- 5 


: FEE * 
— 8 | — 2 


— 


I, who Sam Wu 1TBREAD's brew-houſe prais d in fong,, 0 
80 highly honour'd by the royal throng ; 
Be-rhym'd a goodly monarch and his ſpouſe, | 
Miſs Whitebread's curt/ics, Misr ER Whitbread' s bows; = 
Amounting, hiſt'ry ſays, to many a ſcore, | . 
Such, too, as Chiſwell- ſtreet ne er ſaw before; . L 
Not e'en forgetting with my claſſic force, j 
The brewer's bulk-dog and his marv'ling horſe; _ | 
The curious draymen into puncheons creeping, = 
And, charm'd with greatneſs, through the bung-holes 
I, who to PiTT the chords in anger ftruck, [ peeping: 
Who whelm'd his Prince ſo gracefully with muck ; 
LycuRGvus Pirr, whoſe penetrating eyes 
Behold the fount of freedom in Excise; 
Whoſe patriot logic poſſibly maintains 
Th' identity of liberty and chains: — | 
I, who of Lzzvs and Hawxss:zy deign'd d to fing, | | 
| The bleſſed fav rites. of a blaſſed * * *; | | 
High on the lab ring pinions of an ode ; 1 
Heav'd BAUpEXZIT's folly : What a leaden load! | 
BRuDENELL, who bids us all the proverb feel, 
The largeſt calves are not the ſweeteſt veal.” 
L, who on ſuch rich ſubjects deign'd to ſhine, 
No tune to once a printer's DEVIL the line; 
But now no more a devil with Atlas? mien, 


The great ſupporter of a Magazine; 


»The Gentleman's, as it is modeſtly called, to-whoſe gentility 
Mr. Hayley is a conſtant contributor, in the way of ingenious 


rhyme and liberal criticiſm. | 
„ ; Ns. 
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No more, no more a devil with humble air, 

But fit companion for our great LORD MAYTORI 
But, getting a new coat, diſdains its birth; 

Spreads its gold tiſſue to the ſolar ray, 

And wings o'er trees and tow'rs its airy way! 


With anger foaming, and of vengeance full, 
Why belloweth Joun Nichols like a bull? 
Say, Goddeſs, could a few poetic ſtripes 
Make Jon ſo furious kick about his types; 
Spin round his Pandemomium like a top, 

And, thund'ring to its center, ſhake the ſhop ? 
Could Satire's twig produce fo dire a din? 
And dwells ſuch ſoftneſs in a rRINTER's ſkin ? 


Ilth'ral! never, never have I ſaid, 

That thou wert not an honeſt man in TRADEE 

Whether from principle, or jail diſmay, 

Springs thy morality, we dare not ſay ; 

Since jails, thoſe iron agents of the /aw, 

Keep many a graceleſs rogue in pious awe. 

Yet, ſon of ink, devoutly let us hope 

Thou lov'ſt a virtue more than dread®ſt a rope 

Nay, to thy honour let me this declare, 

To make the rigid fons of conſcience ſtare, 

That when thou money lendeſt, ſuch thy purity, _ - 

Deteſting bad, thou ſeekeſt good ſecurity. 
| 5 Inclin's - 
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Inclin'd for ever, John, to take thy part, 
Thus have I pour'd the dictates of my heart: 
If 'midſt a vulgar maſs his ſtars unkind, 

«© Have plac'd, moſt niggardly, a pigmy mind, 
is not John's fault, John ſhould not bluſh for 
« His parſimonious planets are to blame. ſhame, 
&© What though in Wiſdom's erucible his head 

% Prove that it dealeth leſs in gold than lead; 

4 Unſkill'd on claſfic ground to cut a caper, 
Vet knoweth John the price of priat and paper: 
His nice diſcerning knowledge none deny, | 
% On crown, imperial, foolſcap, and demy, _ 
On blankets, ſkeep ſkins , urine, John can think 3 
„ Myſelf would take his ſentiments on ink: 

_* Myſelf would take his ſentiments on letters: 

6 On ſyllables, indeed, I'd aſk his betters. 

The meaneſt mortal let us not deride : 

Lo! beaſts of burden oft muſt be our guide; 
„ Yes, thro? the dark and unknown tract, of courſe, 
1 yield up all opinion to my horſe.” | ; 
Truth, let fair Truth for ever rule my rhymes ! 

I'm told this lady viſitꝰſt thee ſometimes ! 

How kind! how humble! thus the god of day 

Deigns to a mud-pool to impart his ray ! 
Amidft the paſſions roar, a clam'rous hoſt,, 
Oft is the gentle voice of e loſt ! 
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That ſweetly lambent from its fountain flows ;, 
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How trieſt thou, butcher like, to carve my work, 
And treat each ſweet-ſoul'd ftanza like a Turk t 
From ſuch ſad readers Heav'n the Muſe protect, 


Proud to find fault, and raptur'd with defect! 


Yet though thou frown! on Peter's every line, 


Behold the diff'rence, John !—he ſmiles on thine. 


Say not, I hate each man of verſe and proſe ; 


| IT reyv'rence genius, John, where'er it grows: 
Whene'er it beams through ignorance's might, 


I mark the ſtranger with as keen delight 
As looks the pilgrim. on Baſſora's tow'rss,  — 
Her ſtreams, ambroſial blooms, and myrtle bow'rs, 


Who, long deny'd of Hope's ſweet cup to taſte, 
Had _ d amidſt the ſolitary waſte. 


Blame not ths Bard, thou man of /etter'd pride; 
Who taking not dame Prudence for thy guide, 
Did'ſt ſtone the poet's manſion like an aſs, 


_ Forgetting that thy own was made of glaſs. | 


Know, John, that paſſion maketh man a ſwine : 
Know this, and bid thy conduct copy mine. 

When deeming me a Saracen in heart, 
Why, ſimple John, attempt my road to thwart ? 


Amid thy walks ſhou'd bullies meet thine eye, 


Compos'dly let thoſe bullies paſs thee by. 
To buſtling bravoes, for my eaſe and pride, 
I give the wall, and ſmiling turn aſide. 
Thus if a rock or log the ſtream oppoſe, 
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No foamy turbulence the rills betray, 

But, eaſy yielding, wind in peace away. 

My hate of courtiers how thine anger drew! 

J own I loathe St. James's ſervile crew: 
Where'er the ſmiles of royalty are found, 

The lazy clan of courtiers crouch around: 
Thus on the country towns when Phebus ſhines, 
Amidſt the radiance ev'ry cur reclines 

And lo neglectful of the mice and rats, 
Each ſtreet preſents us with a line of cats. 


Truth nerds not, John, the eloquence of oaths, 

Not more ſo than a decent ſuit of clothes 
Requires of broad gold lace th expenſive glare, 

That makes the linſey-woolſey million ſtare; 
Beſides, a proverb, ſuited to my with, _ 
Declares that ſwearing never catcheth fiſh. 
*Tis vulgar—I have ſaid it o'er and o'er; 
Then keep thy temper, man, and ſwear no more: 
Struck, nay, half petrified, that Banks ſhou'd dare, 
Indecent fellow ! raviſh Newton's chair; 
Mock ſuch as Wiſdom's ſacred mines explore, 
And kick the arts and ſciences to door; Pn . 
Making (methinks a monſtrous impropriety) 
A fly- club of a great and fam'd ſociety : 
The Muſe, with virtuous, indignation ſtung, 
In rhyme's ſtrong chains the brazen culprit hung; 
When with the fury of a thouſand foes, 


: How'd the wild tempeſt of * verſe and proſe ! 
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| Shock'd that an nadie Wes Madam Thrale * 
And he 7, a feather genius in thy ſcale, 


8 High panting for the echo of a name, 


Shou'd meanly crucify poor Johnſon's fame; 
Iownl glow'd with: more than mortal ire; 

And fix'd to fatire's ſcourge my 3 ; 
When lo! the poet's viſage to begrime, - 
Forth ruſh'd thy muddy ſluice of proſe and rhyme :. 
For this, againſt my will, indeed with tears, 


I ſhow'd a grinning land thy aſs's ears. 


Fir'd that the Muſe ſhou'd daringly ſuggeſt 
That ftars have beam'd upon the blackeſt breaſt ; 
Juſt like their heav'nly couſins all ſo bright, 

O'er the dark mantle of old mother Nicur ; 
Shou'd hint (by Fortune's wild vagaries plac'd) 
That crowns may feel themſelves at times diſgrac'd ; 
To take a King's and courtier's. part ſo: prone, 
Full at my forehead did'ft thou fling the ſtone z 
But thanks to Phoebus, who ſecur'd my crown, 


Thou cou dſt not bring the great Goliah down! N 


Griev'd chat th' ambitious Muſe a Paixcz ſhou 4 
Whoſe name diffuſes luſter o'er her lays; [praife, 
A Paixcx whoſe only fault is want of art, 


'* Whoſe horrid vice, benevolence of heart; 


| ; 8 

* Now Madam Piozzi. 

+ Mr. James Boſwell, 
„„ nick 
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Which little abject ſouls profuſion call, 

And o'er each action vainly ſpit their gall : 
Griev'd that the Muſe attack d with ſcorn a Maw, 
Unlucky form'd on Nature's hungry plan; 

Who, lord of millions, trembles for his ſtore, 
And fears to give a farthing to the poor : 
Proclaims that penury will be his fate, 

And, ſcowling, looks on charity with hate ; 

| Whoſe matchleſs avarice is meat and drink, 

That dreads to ſpill a ſingle drop of ink; 

On each ſuperfluous letter vents a ſigh, 

And faves the little dot upon an ; 

Happy e' en Nature's tendereſt ties to ſlight, 

. And vilely rob an offspring of his right; 

Forth ruſh'd thy venom—harmleſs, too, it flow'd, 
For man defies the poiſon of a toad; 

Vex'd that the Muſe (as if ſhe utter'd treaſon) 
Shou'd try to bring poor Boſwell back to reaſon ! 
(Hereulean toil, to keep ſuch folly under!) 
Loud from thy head's dark cloud I felt thy thunder! 
When mad t' induce the world to deem thee wiſe, 
Thou ſtarꝰdꝰſt through ſpectacles with ſapient eyes; 


Say, did I cry, th' impoſtor to expoſe, 
See Jonx's whole ſtock of wiſdom on ou 3 * 


8 Cat- like, becauſe the world my lyrics read, 


Thine envy claw'd the laurel on my head; 
Yet claw'd I not again with cat-like ſpleen, 


The Srooping leaves of thy fad Magazine: | 
Touch'd 
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Touch a not _ wall; nor Hayley 8 tinſel ſtuff; 
Nor freſh, ſtale, new antiquities of Gough * ;_ 
Indeed I'm tender conſcienc'd on that ſcore, 
And learn to look with pity on the poor : 
No Mohawk I, in ſcenes of horror bred, 
I ſcorn to ſcalp the dying or the dead; 
Yet well thou knoweſt that with trifling toil, 
On ſatire's gridir'n I cou'd bid thee broil— 
Turn tuneful butcher, cut thee into quarters, 
And give thee, John, for one of Folly's martyrs. 
I ſee thy vanity in all its fulneſ nm 
he turbot, ven'ſon of aſpiring dulneſs! 
And let me, oh! rare epicure, remark, 
That thou haſt got a gullet like a ſhark, 
Myſelf as merciful as man can be, 
I grieve to find that mercy not in hee. 
| Behold, amidſt their ſhort'ning, panting breath, #® 
Poor ſouls ! the dying dread thee more than deatloe 
«© Oh! fave us from JohN Nichols!“ is the cry, 
Let not that death-hunter know where we lie; 
What in delirium from our lips may fall, 
* Oh! hide—our letters, burn them, burn them all! | 
«© Oh! let not from the tomb our ghoſts complain ! 0 
O Jeſu! we ſhall ſoon be up again; | 
«© Condemn'd, alas! to grin with griſly mien, # 
„% Midſt the pale horrors of his Magazine : 
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i 8 of antiquities. and one of Sir Joſeph Banks's 
| copper-farthing oracles, and conſtant tea and toaſt men, 


« Like 


PETER PINDAR, ks. 13 


/ 3 5 p 0m *. * — 


&« Like felons firſt in Newgate ballads ſung, 
„ Then (giv'n to inFamy) on Hounſlow hung!“ 
Know, when thou took 'i{t of A the n | 
My eyes expanded only to a ſtare: 
Softly indeed unto myſelf I ſigh'd, 
„ Johnſon *, thy place is d—mn—y ſupplied ; 
«© Not that I think this idol of the million, 
E Longiaus, Ariftotle, or Quantilian ; 
Who gives (againft ſound taſte ſo apt to ſin) 
DL. A pyramid's importance to a pin 
On ev'ry theme alike his pompous art, 
© The general conflagration or a f—,” 
When into Fame's fair dome, t inſult her abe 

So free, as if the houſe had been thy own, _ 
Thou dar'd'ſt to ſhove a vile conundrum crew, 
Fellows that Phoebus nor the Muſes knew; 
Speak, did I tell the nation with my pen, 

How Fame in anger kick'd them out agen , 
Threw at their heads the lumber of their brains, 
And call'd thee a pert puppy for thy pains ? 

On ſuch mark'd impudence did I harangue, 

And give to public ſcorn the pigmy gang? 
Short are the hours that ſmuggled praiſe can laſt, 
An echo, a poor meretricious blaſt ; 


ue late Dr. Johnſon ſuperintended this Magazine; a poſt 
of honour aſſumed aſterwards by Mr. John Nichols, 
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A ſudden guſt that bids old ruins ſtare, 


Then, like a batter'd harridan, decay; 
Whilſt Taurn. unfading, lifts the head ſublime, 


Thou dragon of th' Heſperian fruit, call'd praiſe, 
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And, howling, whirls a feather through the air. . 
Frarr'nv, a little fly deceiving laſs, | 
With ſmile reſiſtleſs, and a front of braſs, 
Shall reign, perchance, the idol of a day ; 


Aud dares the formidable teſt of TIME. 


Whoſe leather-{tretching conſcience intereſt ſways; 
Shame, that through ſordid avarice and ſpleen, 
None taſte but ſuch as cram thy Magazine. 
Charm'd as a child whoſe doting eye regards 

Its imitation of Saint Paul's with cards ; 

When fir'd by Plutarch's venerable name, 

Whoſe genius rais'd a pyramid to fame; 


Thou gavit of Bowyer's life a goſlip's ſtory, * 
And only rear'dſt a dunghill to thy glory "A 


I raild not at thine infant emulation, 


Nor ſpread thy weakneſs, John, around the nation; 
Nay, griev'd was 1, as all the world can tell, 


That thou ſnou'd'ſt write a book * that would not ſell. 


Unfortunately for poor Jehn, every book that he has pub- 
liſhed has been poſſeſſed of ſo much of the vis ;nertie as not to 
be able (if I may uſe the Bookſeller's phraſe) ro move off; wit- 
neſs the Life of old Bowyer, the guttings of old magazines and 
Ladies“ Diaries, called Miſcellanies, the Progreſſes of Queen 


Elizabeth, editions of traſh of Every denomination, &c. &c. 
When 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 15 


a 9 „ 


When tort'ring the poor gamut wild and loud, 
Thou ſcrap*d*f harſh diſcords on thy Muſe's crowd; 
What though I ſtopp'd my ears with all my pow rs, 

I mourn'd the labour of thy tuneleſs hours. 5 
Oft have I whiſper'd to myſelf, © Enough 
« Oft this moſt tireſome fellow's monthly fluff: 
© A Magazine! a pedlar's, huckſter's ſhop, 
That harbours bruſh, and cabbage net, and mop, 
Pan, gridir'n, button, buckle, bodkin, bead, 

4% Tape, turnip, malkilns, night-caps green and red, 
Pins, pipkins, garters, oatmeal, jordan, diſh, 
% Stale loaves, and ruſty nails, and ſtinking fiſn;? 
Yet bade I not the world its laughs prepare, 1 
To meet thy miſerable monthly ware: „ 
Nay, man, I've prais d thee — for example, 8 
Lo! in his cumbrous Magazine diſplay'd | 

* Once i in a year a verſe ro raiſe our wonder, 

« Which proves that John may make a lucky blunder; 
% How like the heavy mountain, on whole ſide {2 
« A daiſy ſtarts in ſolitary pride! 

Lo! from ebriety their ſons to ſave, 

The Greeks oft ſhow'd the lads a drunken " Boe : 

I thus might thee, O, jingling John, diſplay, 

A ſad example in the rhyming way, _ | 
For printers and their demons to avoid, 

Whoſe labours might more wiſely be employ'd ; 

But pity ſweetly whiſpers in my ear, 

« Expoſe not childhood that deſerves a tear; gr oa 

„„ | « Set 
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1 Set not the roaring lion at a rat, 
« Nor call down thunder to deftroy a gnat. 
When mad for honours *—ſoftly have I ſaid, 
« What imp cou'd put it in the Printer's head? 
« Oh! may the Fates the maniac over-rule, 
« For titles cannot dignify a fool l“ | 
Complain not that I've wrong'd thy reputation, 
By calling thee the ſillieſt in the nation; 
No, John, be comforted—it cannot be; 
TI &bink I know a few that equal thee. 
Swear, ſwear not that I've ſaid, to wound thy fame, 
That birelings wrote each work which bears thy name; 
How falſe ! I know thou wroteſt many a line, 
Lo! all the blunders of the books are thine, 
A literary jackdaw thou, god wot! 
Yet by that thieviſh name I call'd thee not ; 
A carrion crow that lives upon the dead; 
Yet hawk-like pounc'd I not upon thy head; 
A daring coiner, lo ! 1 let the paſs, 
Nor once impeach'd thy literary braſs ! 
John's ambition to be a Common-council man was violent 

for a long time; great were the pains uſed, manifold were the 
eontrivances employed, and prodigious was the intereſt made 
for the obtent ion of this honour=A vacancy happening in 
' Ferringdon ward, John's more lucky genius prevailed, and his 
wiſhes were gratified ; thus is he in the way of being what I' 
Rave in an ode augured of Mr. Auctioneer Skinner. | 

«If things go fair, 
* Proud London's proud Lord May'r.” 
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Speak when enamour'd of thy monthly haſh,, 
Thou clapp'ft another ſix-pence on thy traſh ; 
Once did'ſt thou hear me in a paſſion roar, 
Was ever impudence like this before :?? 

Inſtead of making in th? affair a fuſs, 

In mild ſoliloquy I whiſper'd thus: 
«© How bleſt the FooL ! he thinks he all things knows; 
« With joy he wakes, with; joy his eye- lids cloſe ; 


Pleas'd through the world to ſpread hisown renown 


With calm contempt he looks on others down; 
4 Self and his own dear work th' eternal theme, 
« His daily 1dol and his nightly dream; | 
Thrice envied Being, whom no tongue can wound, 
« In Pride” s impenetrable armour bound! 

+ How much in happineſs beyond the wisz,. 

* Who view the greateſt men with. pitying eyes 3 
Ober human imbecility who groan, | 
And figh to think how little's to be known!“ 
Oh do not to the Muſe's hill reſort, _ | 
Aſop's dull brute * Ia bumpkin *mid{Fa court: 
With brother council erack. the clumſy joke 


Midſt beer and brandy, bread and cheeſe, and. ſmoke ; | 


Deſcend the ladder to the elouds below, 
Where ordinary men of two-pence go; 


Where vagrant knives and forks are bound i in chains f 


And never table-cloth is ſpoil'd by ſtains: | 
Where in the board's. black hole (ſuberb, deſign 85 


Pepper and ſalt in matrimony join; 


> 1285 fable of the Gentleman, the Aſs, and the Levis 
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And in another hole with frown and ſmile, 


Much too like marriage, vinegar and oil. 
Where for a towel (economic thought!) 

A monſtrous maſtiff after dinner brought, 
Complacent waits on Gentlemen's commands, 

And yields his back of ſhag to wipe their hands 
Such is the ſcene where thou ſhould'ft ever ſit, 
Form'd to thy taſte, and ſuited to thy wit 


Deal not in Hiſt'ry; often have I ſaid 


Twill prove a moſt unprofitable trade: : 
Talk not of PAINTING, for thou know'ſt her not; 


Such coy acquaintance will not boil thy pot : 
Nor make ſtrong love to Music, 'tis a Dame 


Who ſmiles not on the ſouls of earth, but flame. 
Puſh not thy brain to thought thou canſt not think _ 
From metaphyſick ſhou'd thy genius ſhrink ! 


To thee ſuperior, ſee the Goddeſs riſe, 
And hide her lofty head amidſt the ſkcies! 


Behold eternal miſt her beauties ſhroud, 


And *tis not thy weak eye can pierce the cloud: 


Curs'd with the common furor of inditing, 
Vet if thy head poſſeſs the mange of writing; 
Go with biography and cool thy rage, 

Pen lives that cannot well diſgrace thy page; 
Deſcribe whom ev'ry nobler virtue curſes, / 

A Pair who mump with millions in their purſes. 


If loftter ſubjects thy ambition call, 
Deſcant upon the giants of Guildhall. 


THE- 
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TAE POET COMPLAINETH: OF PHE CRUELTY OF AUTHORS, 


AUTHORESSES, AND THE BLUE=STOCKING CLUB 
ELEGY 
TO 


APOLLO. 


GREAT are my enemies in trade, God knows! 
There's not a poet but wou'd ſtop my note; 
With ſuch a world of ſpite their venom flows, 
With ſuch good-will the knaves wou'dcut my throat. 


| Yet how have 1 offended, Phœbus, ſay, 
To get ſo much ill- blood, ſuch curſing looks? 
Is it becauſe my more ambitious lay 

Diſdains to viſit trunk-makers and cooks? | 


To go with theirs to grocers, and to men. 

Who fortune in that weed tobacco ſee; 
From thence come laden back agen, 4 

| With ſugar, pigtail, pepper, and rappee ? 


The man of words, of ſtilt· ſupported phraſe, 
The gliſt'ring Hayley ſcorns whate'er 1 write; 


5 This Will-o'wiſp of verſe diſdains my lays; 
Tales, HR nor Louſiads, yield the leaſt aclight. 
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And now I hear a ſcore in union baw],: 


— | | — — — 
So lofty, yet in ware ſo humbly dealing! TY 
_ So claſſically taſteleſs ! big with nought ! 
So tender, yet ſo deſtitute of feeling! 
80 ſentimental too without a thought! 


I ſee the band of PLUE-STOCKINGS ariſe, 
Hiſtoric, critic, and poetic dames ! 

This lifts, her palms, and that her marv'lling eyes, 
And ſqueaks, The fellow's tuff ſhould feel the: 


on flames 3 


& Such is the way his works ſhould come to light — 
Thus rail thoſe dames of claffic erudition ; 


Thus, leagu'd with wit, unmerciful they bite 


Thy fav'rite Bard, O Phœbus, and Phyfician! 


4 In cold contempt {hall poor P102z21 ſigh? | 
% Miss Hannan Mon into oblivion fall? 
%“ Dear MisrRESS Mox TAO UE neglected lie? 


« "Thoſe rich Corinthian pillars of our club, 
& Sink to the ground fo vile, with duſt beſpread; 


"0 Whilſt he, of motley poetry the SCRUB * 


60 Erects, Coloſſus. like, his brazen head! 


“ Oh! let the ſcullion ae his vapid book, 
4e Inſtead of diſh-clouts when her hands ſhe wipes: 


„ Oh! let the kindled leaves aſſiſt the cook, 


6 And of old waſherwomen light the pipes OY 


The Poet here moſt fancifully alludeth to Mr. Sexux, the 
1 85 of OO in LF . play of the Beaux Stratagem. 
1 Thus | 


— — — — 
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Thus in my condemnation they agree, 

The mighty cloud-capp*d PETTICOATED WISE 3 
Whilſt pleas'd (as conſcious of the juſt decree) 
Ikn proud diſdain their ſnuff-clad noſes riſe ! 


The Miſſes fad of elegy, my foes, | | 

Say my rude genius wants the genuine fire; 
Bald all my rhymes, my verſes meaſur'd proſe, _ 
That bears would better touch the Muſe's TR 


The riddle and conundrum-mongers cry, 

« Plhaw! d-mn his Lyrics, Loufiads—d-mn em all 
« His ſtrength in field diarian dares he try? 
„% Soon would the Almanac record his fall! 


Thus with dread voice my enemies exlaim! 

Thus am I doom'd to gulp the bitter pill! : 
Themſelves © fair traders of the Mount,” they name 

But me a ſmuggler on thy ſacred hill! 


God of us Lyrics ſhall I rouſe my rhyme, 
Confound the gang and vindicate my lay z 

Or calmly leave them to devouring TIME, | 
Who dines upon ſuch wilings every day. 


A DISCONTENT, MINGLED WITH SOME GRUMBLING, AMONGST 
THE MORE ENLIGHTENED MEMBERS OF THE ROYAL 
SOCIETY, ON ACCOUNT OF SIR JOSEPH'S NON-=COMMUNICA=' 
TION OF WISDOM TO THE ROYAL JOURNALS, SPURRED THE | 

KNIGST: 


_—_ 
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KNIGHT ON AT LAST (WITHOUT THE HELP OF BALAAM'S 92 
ANGEL) TO OPEN HIS MOUTH—HE ToD AN INTIMATE 
FRIND THAT HE HAD MADE A DISCOVERY TAT WOULD 
ASTONISH THE WORLD, ENRICH THE JOURNALS, AND REN= 
DER HIMSELF IMMORTAL—WITH THE MOST IMPORTANT 
CONFIDENCE AND PHILOSOPHIC SOLEMNITY, HE AFFIRMED 

THAT HE WAS UPON THE VERY EVE OF PROVING WHAT 
HAD NEVER ENTERED INTO THE SOUL. OF MAN ; VIZ. THAT 
FLEAS WERE LORSTERS—THAT JONAS DRY ANDER WAS 
ORDERED TO COLLECT FIFTEEN HUNDRED FLEAS, AND 

' BOIL-THEM; WHICH IF THEY CHANGE TO THE FINE CRIM- 
SON OF THE LOBSTER, WOULD PUT THE IDENTY OF THE 
STECIES BEYOND THE POSSIBILITY OF DOUBT - AT 
LENGTH THE BEDS OF THE PRESIDENT WERE RANSACKED | 
BY HIS FLEA-CRIMP, HONEST fONAS—FIFTEEN 'HUN= 
DREDOF THE HOPPING INHABITANTS WERE CAUGHT, AND 
"PASSED THE DREADFUL ORDEAL OP BOILING WATERS 

WITH WHAT SUCCESS, o GENTLE og THE ODE WILK. 

| INFORM THEE, | 


SIR JOSEPH BANKS 


BOILED FLEAS. 
Brxsr be be . man who thought upon a college, 
The market of all ſorts of knowledge, 
Th' emporium, as we claſſic people ſay: 
Nay, he upon ſocieties who thought, 
To learning's ſtock a deal of treaſure brought, 
Dragging OzscuriTy ſo deep to day; 
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Making the dame turn out her bag, 
Conceal'd beneath her inky cloak 5 
Examining the ſmalleſt rag, 
Black ned by Time's moſt ſacred ſmoke ; ; 


Io uſe a/. 3 a little rough, 
Stripping dame Nature to her very buff; 
Or to be ſomewhat more in ſpeech refin'd, 
By dint of powers of eye and mind, 
Enlight'ning what through darkneſs might his 
| Embroid'ring thus with filver ſpangles crape. 


'The mention of ſocieties recalls 
Of Somerſet * the lofty walls, 
The hive where fam'd Sir Joſeph reigns Queen Bee 
Though men, to whom Sir Joſeph is not known, 
Moſt certainly muſt take him for a drone; 
Whoſe face by ſloven Nature's hard decree, 
Seems form'd fair ladies” pockets to alarm, 


Rather than fteal fair ladies' hearts by charm. &e 


Well i ſo much for Sir Joſeph's face, 

And eke about the hive-like place, 
Where our Sir Joſeph reigns Queen Bee 

And verily Queen Bee's a proper name, 

For, Reader, know it is a Royal dame, 
Who to her ſubjects iſſueth decree: 


Sendeth her ſubjeRts eaſt and weſt, 
To pitch on flowers and weeds the beſt, 


The Royal Society hold their meetings there. 
Pg © | * 
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And bring ſweet treaſure to the hive ; 
She keepeth, too, of gentlemen a band, 


: To ſay ſoft things and flatter, kiſs her hand, 


Who eat the honey for ſuch deeds, and thrive. ; 


Sir Joſeph has his flatt'rers, too, in hand, 


Who ſay ſoft things—yea, very ſoft indeed, 
For which the gentle flatt*ring band 


Gain butter'd toaſt, ſweet Flatt'ry's oily meed. 


A. girl for novelty where'er it lies, 


In moſſes, fleas, or cockleſhells, or flies, 
Sir Joſeph ever ſeeks for ſomething new ; 


Of this, whene'er he fits, he gravely talks, 


Or whillt he eats, or drinks, or runs, or walks, 


| Amidſt his royal and attendant crew. 


ONE morning at his houſe in Scho Square, 


As with a ſolemn, awe-inſpiring air, | 
Amidft ſome royal ſycophants he ſat; | 
Moſt manfully their maſticators uſing, I 
Moft pleafantly their greaſy mouths amuſing 
With coffee, butter'd toaſt, and birds-neſt chat; | 


In Jonas Dryander, the fav'rite, came, 


Who manufactures all Sir Joſeph's fame— - [ſay”— 


What luck?” Sir Joſeph bawI'd—* ſay, Jonas, 
% I've boil d juſt fifteen hundred” Jonas whin'd— 
« The dev'l a one change colour cou'd 1 BOG. "os. 


Intelligence creating dire diſmay ! 
„ . 1 


by. 
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Then Jonas curs'd, with many a wicked wiſh, 


Then ſhow'd the ſtubborn fleas upon a diſh. 


7 cc How! 155 roar d the Freſident, and backward 


tell. — | 
ec « There goes, then, my hypotheſis to hell!“ 
And now his head in deep deſpair he ſhook ; 


| Now clos'd his eyes, and now upon his breaſt, 


He mutt'ring dropp'd his ſable beard unbleſt; 


Now twirl'd his thumbs, and groan d with pi- 
” teous look. | 


Dread-fruck bat AvBERTy BLacpon, Praxra, 


Work, ; 
Whoſe jaw-bones in the mumbling trade employ'd, 
Half open'd, gap d, in ſudden fiupor loſt; 
Whilſt from the mouth of ev'ry gaping man, 


In mazy rill the cream-clad coffee ran, 


Supporting dainty bits of butter d toalt. 


Now gaining ſpeech, the paraſitic crowd 
Leap'd up and roar'd in uniſon aloud : 
% Heay' ns! what's the matter! dear Sir Joſeph, 


pray?“ 


| Dumb to their queſtions the GREAT MAN remain'd : 


The Knight, deep pond'ring, N rouchſaf d 
| to ſay : 


i Again the Gentlemen e voices ſtrain-d 
Sudden the PRE SIDENI OF FLIES, fo ſad, 


Strides round the room with diſappointment mad, 
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Whilſt ev'ry eye enlarged with wonder rolls; 
And now his head againſt the wainſcot leaning, ; 
« Since you muſt know, m uf know (he ſigh'd) the 
meaning, : 

Fe Fleas a are not lobſters, d——n thier ſouls ny 


— 


*The author would not kw ſo frequently token the li- 
berty of putting vulgariſms into the worthy Preſident's mouth, 
had he not previouſly known that Sir Joſeph was the moſt ac- 
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ROWLAND FOR AN OLIVER; 
| OR, A | | 
POETICAL ANSWER 
TO THE | 
BENEVOLENT EPISTLE 
» | or 
Mr. PETER PINDAR. 


ALSO, THE: 


MANUSCRIPT ODES, SONGS, LETTERS, &c, ce. 


„ OP 
| The above Mr. PETER PINDAR, 
| NOW FIRST PUBLISHED BY 


SYLYANUS URBAN. 


Sir, you lie Il ſcorn your word, 
Or any man's that wears a ſword. 
For all you huff, who cares a t—d ? 
Qr who cares for you ? CArex. 


— 


. 


LITTIE did T think that a Man of my mild 
and peaceable diſpoſition, that would not hurt a cat, 
ſhould be forced out to battle: but ſuch is the au- 
dacity of the times O tempora, '6 mores {) J have 
xcntured forch to attack this Goliah of Ode and 
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Impudence and 1 . with God's Alkane, like 


eonſtant communicant to my Gentleman“ Magazine, 
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cvery Gentleman in the kingdom, I hope, reads, 


5 of judgment and learning ; alſo with foreign parts, 


5 3 


little David, to cut off his head. I communicated 
with my good friend Mr. IWilliam Hayley, who is a 


both in verſe and proſe, that is to ſay, in rhyme 
and criticiſm ;—whom I may rightly term one of the 
great Pillars of my Gentleman s Magazine, which 


which, if he doth not read, I hop he will read, as 
it is not only the greateſt favourite with our Moſt 
Gracious Sovereign, who is the greateſt Monarch. 
upon earth, — but alſo with his Nobles, who are men, 


who tranſlate it conſtantly into their language :—ſo. 
that, if I may be permitted to verify the praiſe of: 
my monthly Publication (for indeed I muſt own I 
have a great itch for poetry,) I will do it in this poe- 
_ ach 


My PW all Magaatpes excels ; ; 
And, what's ſtill Bene too, for o: Jonn, it ſells. 


. Mr. Hayley, paying him the e 
firſt, if he would be the champion to encounter this 


great Mr. PETER Pixpar. To this, Mr. Hayley re- 
plied, after ſome heſitation, and pondering, and 


blowing his noſe in his handkerchief, that he did not 


much admire a public exhibition; ; that it would wear 
the 
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the aſpect of a bruiſing- match, too much like a ſet- to 
of Johnſon and Big Ben; but added, that 7 might do 
it, if I thought proper. But,” ſays my good 
Friend, * I will privately attack him, under a ficti- 
„ tious ſignature; - Which he did indeed, and gave 
the 0 Fellow many a good thump, in verſę 
and proſe :—but this was only ſmall ſhot, with de- 
ference to Mr. Hayley ; the grand artillery was re- 
ſerved for me. 7 


Kind Reader, wilt thou permit me to fig "FE 


thing of myſelf, in fimplicity and candour, before L 
go to work with this Caliban? When I firſt took the 
chair of criticiſm, I own that I trembled ; for I am 
not aſhamed to confeſs, that ſo great was my igno- 
Tance, that when a correſpondent ſent me an account 
of an ancient coin, I did not know a ſyllable about: 
it—neither the meaning of reverſe, exergue, or le- 


gend but now, thank Ged, I know every thing ap- 


pertaining to numiſmata, if I may be indulged with a 
Latin expreſſion. Indeed the legends uſed to per- 
plex me much, in as much as I expoſed: myſelf 
greatly; for T am not aſhamed to confeſs my 1g- 
norance. I thought that AUG. upon a Roman 
Medal, meant the month in which it was ſtruck off; 
and therefore I deemed it Auguſt: and G. P. R. wich 
I now know to be Genio Populi Romani, I verily 


thought to be a coin ſtruck by one George Peter 
DJ Richard» 
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Richardſon. The Wen of 418 and Remu#- 
fucking a ſhe-wolf, I took to be two children milking 


a cow. D. M. for Diis Manibus, I took to be David 


Martin, or Daniel Muſgrove. The half-word HEL. 
lignifying Heliopolis, J imagined to be no other than 
the Houſe of Satan. JAN. CLU. that is to ſay, 
Fanum cluſit, I took to be the name of a man, 


 LUD. SAC. F. I verily thought to be dawnright 


filthy, and bluſhed for the Romans: but, lo, 1 af- 
terwards diſcovered it to be Ludos ſeculares fecit. 
COS. I thought to be Cos Lettuces, which only 


meaneth Conſul; M. F. Mr. Ford, which meaneth 
Marci Filius. N. C. (would'ſt thou think it, Reader? Y 


Ptranſlated Nincompoop ; when, lo, it meaneth No- 


biliffimus Ceſar. P. P. which fignifieth Pater Patria, 


I thought might mean Peter Pounce, or Philip 
Pumpkin. R. P. J alſo thought might mean Roberts 


Penruddock, or Ralph- Pigwiggin, or any other 
name beginning with thoſe initials : But, lo, its true 
meaning I find to be Reſpublica, ſignifying, in Engliſh, 


the Republic. —Thus it will appear that I am not 


aſhamed to confeſs my error, which this Enemy of 
mine dareth not. 


TRIB. POT. which only meaneth Tribunitia Po- 


#flate, I actually imagined meant a Tribe of Pota- 
toes, and that the coin was ſtruck on account of 4 


plentiful year of that fruit. S. P. Q. R. which meaneth 
nn | only 


Fo 
, 
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only Senatus. Populuſque Romanus, unwiſely, yet fun- 


nily, did I make out to be Sam Paddon, a Queer 
Rogue; for as much as I was informed that the Ro- 


mans ſtruck coins on every trifling occaſion. SCIP. 
AS: which ſignifieth no more than & Sepio Africanus, I 


read literally Skip Aſs ; but for why, I could not 


wh :—ſuch was my ignorance. 


- 3 were the impoſitions upon me: rings for 
pigs noſes were ſent me for noſe- jewels worn by the 
Roman Ladies; a piece of oxycroceum, juſt made 
in a druggiſt's ſhop, for the pitch that ſurrounded 


the body of Julius Czfar ; a large brown jordan, for 
a lacrymatory; a broken old black ſugar-baſon, for 
a Druid urn; a piece of a watchman's old lantern, 
for a Roman lamp. The wig of the famous Boer- 


Vaave was alſo ſent me as a curioſity; the roguery of. 


which I did not diſcover till an engraving of the wig 


was nearly finiſhed, coſting me upwards of thirty 
thillings:—for, lo! Reader, this great Man never 
wore a wig in his life. — In my Obituary too I made: 


great miſtakes, from impoſition; as I gave the deaths 


of many that were not dead, and others that never 


exiſted. Sometimes the wickedneſs of correſpon-- 


dents was ſuch, that J have perpetuated the deaths of 
Dull-dogs, greyhounds, maſtiffs, horſes, hogs, &c. in. 
my Obituary, under an idea that the were people of 
eonſequence. Indeed J have not ſtuek to the Jetter: 
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of my aſſertion at the head of my Obituary, that 


declares it to be a record of conſiderable perſons ; 


for as much as I have ſometimes put a ſcavenger over 
a Member of Parliament, a pig-driver over a Biſhop 
a lamp-lighter over an Alderman, and a chimney- 
ſweeper over a Duke: But as I was deſired by the 


friends of the deceaſed to do it, (for who is not am- 


bitious?) and as I was paid for it too, (and who can 


withſtand a fee 2) I have in ſome little meaſure diſ- 


graced my Journal, and forfeited my word. My 


preſent antiquarian knowledge, gratitude maketh me 
confeſs that I owe it all to Mr. R. Gough, of En- 


field, who ſome years ago was allo an ignorant and 


illiterate Gentleman, like myſclf,—but, by hard 
ſtudy, hath attained to his preſent perfection, as may 
be ſeen in our T opographia Britannica, which is not, 


as that arch-enemy PETER PixDAR hath aſſerted it to 


be, the idle production of a couple of fellows that 


want to make a fortune by a hiſtory of cobwalls, 


ledge cannot be better proved than by his running 


my friend, after having gently put it in his pocket, 
was, by the order of the Biſhop of Rocheſter, who, 


old chamber-pots, and ruſty nails. My friend Mr. 
Gough' s zeal for the promotion of antiquarian know- 


the riſk of being well trounced, for borrowing one 
of KING EpwarD's fingers, as he lay expoled, a 
few years ſince, in Weſtminſter Abbey; which finger, 


7 OK the deed, did, to the diſgrace of the 


ſcience, 
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| ſcience, order him to be ſearched, and forced him 


to refund. Had it not been tor this impertinent. 


and hawk-eyed attention. of the Biſhop, Sir Poſeply 


Aylofe, aud. other Antiquarians preſent at. the- 


opening of the Monarch's coffin, ſuch was the 


intrepidity of my antiquarian friend Gough, that 


be would have attempted the head, in ſtead of 
a pitiful finger, as he had on. a large watchman's. 
coat- for the purpoſe, Nor muſt I omit the zeal. - 


of my friend. Sir Foſeph Banks on the occaſion z 
who, on hearing what was going on, and ſuſpecting 
that King Edward might have been lodged i in pickle, 


galloped off with a gallon. j Jugs in. a hackney-coach,, 


in order to fill it with the precious liquor, as a ſauce 
for his future Attic entertainments in Soho-ſquare 2 


but unfortunately no pickle was found. 


4 8 that an impudent fellow ſent me for my- 


Obituary the following, which was: really printed off 
(but cancelled) before I was informed, by a friend, 


. of the fallacy—to wit: © On Sunday night laſt died 
2 Mrs. Margery Mouſer, a widow Lady, beloved in 


6 life, and lamented in death; ſhe was the only 
“daughter of Roger Grimallin, Eſquire, of Ra- 
& ley.”—Ignorant indeed was I that it was an impo- 
fition ; tor, gentle Reader, it was a dead cat! Many 
2 good cuſtomer have I gained by my Obituary, 
who liked to ſee themſelves dead i in my Magazine—T 


mean. 
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mean their relations liked to ſee their deaths diſplayed. 
in a work of ſo much reſpectability as mine. But 
enough of 1 ; and now for Maſter PRTER. 


In the fullneſs of my paſſion, I at firſt ſet me 
- down, and ſaid to myſelf, Facit indignatio wverſug— 
when, behold ! in leſs than two hours I knocked off 
the following Poem. Some time after, however, 
after a deal of deep thought on the ſubject, it ſtruck 
me that I might fight this Poet PETER againſt him- 
ſelf; make him, like ſome game-cocks, cut his own 
throat with his own ſpurs. Accordingly I ſet about 
it, and collected from every quarter his manuſcript . 
nw Ferſes of every denomination ; ſome written in Corn- 
1 wall, others in Devon, others in the Weſt-Indies, 
1 others in Bath, others in London; as alſo ſome of 
1 his Letters, particularly thoſe to the KI xe of the 
; 1 Mosgufroks, who was fent for by the Governor 
| af Jamaica, ſoon after that Gentleman arrived at his 
If government. I have alſo collected ſome of his Ob- 
17 f ſervations, and Sayings, and Speeches: I may ve- 
; | : rily ſay, Obſervations on men and manners, without 
Wo any manners at all, or, in plainer phraſe, much ill 
manners. PeTER muſt not complain of my ſhowing 
him no mercy by this Publication, as he is the moſt 
mercileſs Mohawk that ever ſcalped. 


Nec lex ęſt juſhor ulla 
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uam necis artifices arte perire ſud. 
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POETICAL ANSWER 
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Mr. PETER PINDAR'S 
Benevolent Epiſtle to JOHN NICHOLS. 


O SON of wicked Satan, with a ſoul _ 

Hot as his hell, and blacker than his coal! 

Thou falſe, thou foul-mouth'd Cenſurer of the times, 
I do not care three ſtraws for all thy rhymes. _ 
Thy wit is blunter than old worn-out ſheers :— | 

I'll make a riddle with thee for thy ears; 

Write any ſort of verſe, thou bluſt'ring Blade! 
Egad ! I'Il ſay, like Kechſy, Who's afraid 


Thank God, I've talk'd to greater folks than thee : 


In that I will not yield to any HE; 

No, not to any HE that wears a head— — 
Again I'll fay, like Kecz/y, ** Who's afraid?“ 
Thank God, whene'er I wiſh like Kings to fare, 

J go, unatk'd, and dine with my Lord May'r. 
But, thou, who aſks thee, varlet ! to their houſes ? 
Fear'd by the huſbands, dreaded by the ſpouſes. - N 
May God Almighty hear what now I ſpeak !— 
Some Aldermen would gladly break thy neck. 


Thou 
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Thou tell' us thou haſt N thy lyre to 8 

Ves, faith, and ſounded very pretty things. 

Thou blockhead, thou pretend to think thy rhymes' 
Shall live to ſee the days of after-times ! | 

Fool, to pretend on ſubjects great to ſhine, 

Or &en to Printers Dev ls to tune the line! 

Sir, let me humbly beg you to be civil— 

Thou know'ſt not that I was a Printer's Dev'l: 
So, Sir, your ſatire wants the pow'r to drub, 

In thus comparing Nichols to a grub. 

Whate er thou ſay'ſt, I'm not of vengeance full, 

Nor did I ever bellow like a bull: 

And grant I am a bull, I ſha'n't ſuppoſe 

A cur like hee can nail me by the noſe. 

Thou lieſt when thou ſayeſt, like a top, 

With anger rais'd, I ſpinn'd about my hop: 

Nor did I ever, madden'd by thy ſtripes, 

Thou Prince of Liars, kick about my types. 

Books have I written ; books I {till will write, 

And give, I hope, to gentlefolks delight: 

With charming print, and copper: plates fo ſine, 


Whoſe Magazine goes off ſo well as mine? 
Who, pray, like me, the page ſo fond of filling! 2 
Who gives more curious matter for a ſhilling ? 
England's firſt geniuſes I keep in pay; 
Much proſe I buy, and many a poet's lay: 
The filk-worm HAvLey ſpins me heaps of verſe, 
And Goven, antiquities exceeding ſcarce ; 


Great 


at 
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Great Horace WALPOLE too, with ſweet good-will, 


Sends me choice anecdotes from Strawb'ry-hill: 
Miſs SEwARD, Miſtreſs YEaRDsLEY, and Miſs More, 


Of lines (dear Women !) ſend me many a ſcore. 
'Theſe are the Nymphs at whom thine envy rails— 
Fool! of their gowns not fit to hold the tails— 
Theſe are the Men, of proſe and verſe the Knights, 


With genius flaſhing, like the northern lights! 


Theſe are the Men whoſe works immortal ſhow 


The men of literature from top to toe.— 


But thou'rt a wen, —a blue, black, bloated tumour, | 
Without one ſingle grain of wit or humour: : 


Thy Muſe too all fo conſequential ſtruts, 


As if all Helicon were in her guts; 
A fiſh-drab, a poor, naſty, ragged thing, 
Who never dipp'd her muzzle in the ſpring. 


Thou think'ſt thyſelf on Pegaſus ſo ſteady ; _ 
But, PETER, thou art mounted on a Neddy - 


Or, in the London phraſe thou Dev' nſhure 88 


Thy Pegaſus i is nothing but a Donkey. 


I own, my vanity it well may raiſe, 
To find ſo many gaping for my praiſe ; | 
Who ſend ſuch flatt'ring things as ne'er were ſeen, 


5 To get well varniſh'd in my Magazine: 


Indeed I often do indulge the elves, 


And ſuffer authors to commend themſelves ; 


Wits of themſelves can write with happieſt ſpirit, 


And men are judges of their proper merit. 
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| Lumps have I giv'n them too of beef, and pudding, 
That helps a hungry genius in its ſtudying ; | 
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What trade I was deſign'd for, when a boy # 
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And humming porter, when their Muſe was dry— 
For this be glory unto God on high! 

And not to me, who did not make the pudding, 
Nor beef aſſiſting genius in its ſtudying. 


To Authors, yes, I've giv'n both boil'd and roaſt, 


And many a time a tankard with a toaſ. - 
But God forbid, indeed, that I ſhould boaſt! 
And halfpence too, and fix-pences, ecod ! 
But boaſt avaunt the glory be to God! 
To Bards, good ſhoes and ſtocking I have giv'n 
But not to me the glory, but to Heav'n ! 


— 


— 


Yes, yes, I ſee how much it ſwells thy ſpleen 


That I'm head Maſter of the Magazine; 
Who let no author ſee the houſe of Fa ME, 
Before he gets a paſſport in my name. 

Art thou a Doctor? Yes, of thinning ſkill ; 
For thouſands have been poiſon'd by thy pill. 


But let my ſoul be calm: — It ſha'n't be ſaid 
I fear thee, O thou Monſter ! Who's afraid! * 
What though I know ſmall Latin, and leſs Greek, 


Good ſterling Engliſh I can write and ſpeak : 

Yet thouſands, who preſume to be my betters, 

Can t ſpell their names, and ſearcely know their 
letters. 

Belike, the curious: world would hear with j joy 
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© A barber or a taylor,“ ſaid my mother 


No,“ cried my father, “ neither one nor t'other ; 
A ſoldier, a rough ſoldier, Joan ſhall wander, 


« Pull down the French, and fight like Alexander.” 
But unto leiter: was I always ſquinting, 
So aſſed my daddy's leave to ſtudy Printing 3 


And got myſelf to uncle Bowyer's ſhop, 


Where, when it pleas'd the Lord that he ſhould drop, 


The trade and good-will of the ſhop was mine; 


Where, without vanity, I think I ſhine ; 


And where, thank God, in ſpite of dull abuſe, 


I'm warm, and married, and can boil my gooſe. 


And had I been to ſwords and muſquets bred, ' 
P'rhaps I had ſhin'd a C2/ar, or the Sede. 


Hladſt thou a ſoldier been, thou ſorry mummer, 
Thy rank had never roſe above a drummer. 


How dar*ft thou fay, that ſhould His RoyaL Hi6nness 
(A Prince renown'd for modeſty and ſhyneſs) 

Be Generaliſſimo of all our forces, 

A jack-aſs's old back, and not a horſe's, 

Should carry the good Prince into the field, 
Whoſe arm a broomſtick, for a ſtaff, ſhould wield, 


That very, very broomſtitk which his wite 


Oft us'd to finiſh matrimomal ftrife ! 
Why doſt not praiſe the virtues of the K, 


As great in ſoul, as noble in hes mien, 


Whoſe virtues make the ſoul of Envy ſick, 
Strong ag * ſnuff, and as her di'monds thick ?— 
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But this t to Pio do I ſay? 

Owls love the dark, and therefore loath the days — 
The **, as wiſe a man as man can be; 

The ****#, ſo mild, who cannot kill a flea; 

Brave GLo'sTER's Highneſs, and his ſober Wife, 
Who lead the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, calmeſt life; 
RicHMonD and LEEDs, each Duke a firſt-rate ſtar, 
One fam'd for politics, and one for war; 

The open HawxsB'RY, ſtranger to all guile, 
Who never of a fix-pence robb'd our iſle; _ 

The modeſt PiTT, the Joſeph of the day, 

Who never with lewd women went aſtray ; 

And many others, that I ſoon could mention, 

Are much oblig'd, indeed, to thy invention |! 

But where's the oak that never feels a blaſt ? 

Or ſun, at times that is not overcaſt ? | 

Alas! ev'n people dreſt in gold and ermine 

May feel at times the bites of naſty vermin : ' 

And when thou dar'ſt great Quality attack, 
What art thou but a bug upon its back ? | 
What harm, pray, hath my friend Sir Joszen done, 
So good, and yet the ſubject of thy fun? 
Juſt in his ways to women and to men 


Indeed he ſwears a little now and then. 


| Behold, his breakfaſts ſhine with reputation! | 
His dinners are the wonder of the nation ! 
With theſe he treats both commoners and quality, , 


Who praiſe, where'er they go, his hoſpitality : 
| Fs | ' ar 
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Ev'n from the north and ſouth, and weſt and eaſt, 
Men ſend him ſhell, and butterfly, and beaſt. 
Sir WILLIAM HAMILTON ſends gods and mugs z 
And, for his feaſt, a ſow's moſt dainty dugs. 
And ſhall ſuch mob as thou, not worth a groat, 
Dare pick a hole in ſuch a great Man's coat? 
Whenever at St. James's he is ſeen, | 
| Is not he ſpoke to by the Kino and Queen ? 
And don't the Lords at once about him preſs, 
And, like his Sov'reign's, much regard profeſs ? 
Tell him they'll come one day to him, and dine, 
Behold his rarities, and taſte his wine? 
Such are the honours, to delight the ſoul, 
On which thy longing eyeballs vainly roll : 
Such are the honours that his heart muſt flatter, 
On which thy old dog's mouth in vain may water. 
Whether in Dev'nſnire thou haſt got a houſe, 
I value not three capers of a louſe; 
Whether in Cornwall thou a houſe haſt got, 
And at elections only, boil'ſt thy pot; 
Whether a Doctor, Devil, or a Friar, 
I know not—but I know thou art a liar. 
Whene'er I die, I hope that I ſhall read 
This honeſt epitaph upon my head : 
«© Here lies Jon's body; but his ſoul is ſeen 
“In that fam'd work, the Ge'mman's Magazine: 
* Brave, yet poſſeſs'd of all the ſofter feelings; 
* Succeſsful with the Muſes in his dealings ; ; 
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| palin, I ſhall make — work with them, by 
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« Mild, yet in virtue's cauſe as quick as tinder— 
“% Who never car'd one f—ig for PETER PIV DAR.“ 


CO ITY 


Mr. PETER Pinbar's Apology for the variety 


of entertainment in his pretty Poetical Olio, is the 


firſt thing I ſhall preſent to the Public. 
4 TERS APOLOGY. 


Babs, 1 keep a rcbyme-ſhop—mine” 8 a trades 
I ſell to old and young, to man and maid : 


All cuſtomers mult be oblig*d ; and no man 


Wiſhes more univerſally to pleaſe : 
I'd really crawl upon my hands and knees, 


” oblige—particularly only woman. 


Yet ſome, (the Devil take ſuch virtuous times) 
Faſtidious, pick a quarrel with my rhymes, 


And beg I'd only deal in love- ſick ſonnet—— 


How eaſy to bid others ceaſe to feed! 
On beauty I can quickly die indeed, 
But, truſt me, can't live long upon it. 


If there is not 4 deal of impudent double - entendre 


in this Sonnet, I do not know what purity meaneth— 
ſweetly wrapped up indeed, Squire PIxDAR! 


Inſtead of a format commentary on every com- 


giving 
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giving them their true character f in a few words, as 
for example: = 


e Egotiſm, and Conceit. | = Il 
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The expulſion of a moſt excellent ſet of Players | | 
from Kingſbridge in Devonſhire, with the aſylum of- | 


fered them by the Author's Barn in an adjoining pa- | | j 

riſh is the foundation of the following Ode. {1 
' ODE TO MY BARN. :- 
SWEET haunt of ſolitude and rats, : / 


Mice, tuneful owls, and purring cats ; 

Who, whilſt we mortals ſleep, the gloom pervade, 
And wiſh not for the ſun's all- ſeeing eye, 
Your mouſing myſteries to ſpy ; | 

Bleſt, like philoſophers, amidſt the ſhade ; 


When Perſecution, with an iron hand, 

Dar'd drive the moral-menders from the land, 
Call'd Players,—friendly to the wand'ring crew, 

Thine eye with tears ſurvey'd the mighty wrong, 

Thine open arms receiv d the mournful throng— 
Kings without ſhirts, and Queens with half a ſhoe. 


Alas! what dangers FEY of late around | bi 
Monarchs and Queens may halters nearly bound 
Duke, 


— 
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ee Dukeling, Princeſs, Wine, conſign'd to jail 1 = 


And, what the very ſoul of Pity ſhocks, 
The poor old Lear was threaten'd with the ſtocks, 
Cordelia with the cart's unfeeling tail. | 


Still cheriſh ſuch rare Royalty forlorn 
A Garrick in thy boſom may be born, 
A Siddons too, of future fair renown : | 
For Love is not a ſqueamiſh God, they ſay ; 
As pleas'd to ſee his rites perform'd on hay, 
As on the gooſe's ſoft and yielding down. 


The ſame impudence, egotiſm, and conceit, as in 
: the firſt Ode, 


TO MY BARN. 
25 B Y 11 men attack'd, 
When Thebes, in days of yore, was ſack'd, 
And nought the fury of the troops could hinder; 
What's true, yet marv'lous to rehearſe, 


So well the common ſoldiers reliſh'd verſe, 
They ſcorn'd to burn the dwelling-houſe of Pindar. 


d 


With awe did Alexander view 
The houſe of my great Couſin too, 
And, gazing on the building, thus he ſfigh'd— 
& General Parmenio, mark that houſe before ye! 
“% That lodging tells a melancholy ftory : | 


1 There Pindar liv'd = great Bard!) and there he died. 
e 
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« The King of Syracuſe, all nations know it, 
« Was celebrated by this lofty Poet, 
« And made immortal by his ftrains : — 
Ah! could J find like him a bard, to ſing me; 
«© Would any man, like him a Poet bring me; 
I'd give him a good penſion for his pains. 


«© But, ah! Parmenio, mongſt the ſons of men, 
„This world will never ſee his like agen; 
The greateſt Bard that ever breath'd is dead! 
“ General Parmenio, what think JOU 2 mann 
C Indeed tis true, my Liege, tis very 3 : 
Parmenio ery d, and, ſighing, ſhook his head: 


Then from his ki took a knife ſo nice, 
With which he chipp'd his cheeſe and onions, 
And from a rafter cut a handſome ſlice, | 
To make rare tooth-picks for the Macedonians ; 
| Juſt like the tooth-picks which we ſee _ . 
At Stratford made, from Shakeſpear's mulb' rry-tree. 


What pity that the Squire and Knight | 
Knew not to prophecy as well as fight ; 

Then had they known the future men of metrey 
Then had the General and the Monarch ſpied, * 
In Fate's fair book, our nation's equal pride, 

That very Pindar's aun PETER ! 


Daughter of 3 and ſtone, Pe” mud, — 


| When I, no longer fleſh and blood, | 
Shall 


een . — 


— 
—— —ẽ——— 
—— — — — * 
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For ſuch thy hiſtory, and mine ſhall learn ; 


With Maids of Honour, ſtartful Virgin? tell — 
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Shall j join of te b bards ſome half a dozen; 
Meed of high worth, and, midſt th? Elyſian plains, 
To Horace and Alcæus read my ſtrains, 

Anacreon, Sappho, and my great old Couſin; 


On 7hee ſhall riſing generations ſtare, 
That come to Kingſbridge and Dodbrook Fair * : 


Like Alexander ſhall they ev'ry one 
Heave the deep ſigh, and ſay, © Since PETER's gone, 
* With rev'rence let us look upon his Barn. 


The following Ode of Mr. Prxpar's is what 
rhetoricians would call ironical. The —_— fea - 
ture ſeems to be impudence. ; 


' ODE TO AFFECTATION. 
NYMPH of the mincing mouth, and languid eyes 


And liſping tongue ſo ſoft, and head awry, 


And flutt' ring heart, of leaves of aſpin made; 

Who were thy parents, bluſhful Virgin? ſay— 

Perchance Damt FoLLY gave thee to the day, 
With GAFFER IG6NORANCE's aid. 


Say, Virgin, where doſt thou delight to dwell? 


* Held annually at thoſe places. 4; 
= 
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For I have heard a deal of each fair Miss; 
How wicked Lok ps have whiſper'd wicked things 


Beneath the noſes of good Queens and Kings, 


And ſigh'd for pleaſures far beyond a kiſs! 


Great is thy delicacy, dainty Maid; 


At ſlighteſt things, thy cheek with erimſon glows. 


Say, art thou not aſham'd, abaſh'd, afraid, 


Whene'er thou ſtealeſt forth to pluck a roſe ? 


Or haſt thou loſt, O Nymph, thy pretty gall ; 


So never pluckeſt any roſe at all? 


I'm told, thou keepeſt not a ſingle male; 
Nothing but females, at thy board to cram 
That no he-lap-dog near thee wags his tail, 


Nor cat by vulgar people call'd a ram. 


I've heard too, that if e'er, by dire miſhap, 
Some raviſhers ſhould make thy fav'rites wh=s, _ 


| Staring as ſtricken by a thunder-clap, 


Thy modeſty hath kick'd them out of doors. 


"Tis ſaid, when wag-tails thou behold'ſt, and doves, 
And ſparrow, buſy with their feather'd loves; 

Lord ! thou haſt trembled at their wicked tricks; 
And, ſnatching up thy bluſh-concealing — 
As if it were a lady and a man, 


Haſt only peep'd upon them through the b 


And yet ſo variouſly thou'rt ſaid to act, 
That I have heard it utter'd for a fact, 
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That often on old Thames's ſunny banks, 
Where ſtriplings ſwim, with wanton pranks, | 
On bladders ſome outſtretch'd, and ſome on corks, ; 
Thou ſquinting, molt indiff rent girl art ſeen, 2 
In contemplation of each youthful ſkin, > 
Admiring God Almighty's orks 


Prim Nymph, thou art no fav'rite with the world : 
I hear the direſt curſes on thee hurl'd 1 
Sorry am I, ſo ill thy manners ſuit : . 
Tis ſaid, that if a mouſe appear to view, 
We hear a formidable ſcreech enſue, 
And if ſome Rage: devouring brute; 


And if beneath thy petticoat he run, 
Thou belloweſt as if thou wert undone, 
And kickeſt at a cow-like rate, poor foul ; 
When, if thou wert to be a little quiet, 
And not diſturb the nibbler by a riot, 
The mouſe would go into his proper hole. 


I've heard it, ſworn to, Nymph, that in the ſtreets, 
When running, dancing, capering at thy lide, 
* hy Chloe other dogs ſo brazen meets, 
That, wriggling, aſk thy bitch to be their bride; 
Quick haſt thou caught up Chloe in thy arms, 
From violation to preſerve her charms ; 


And, bouncing wildly from the view 
Of thoſe ſame ſancy canine crew, 


Laſt 


Of ev'ry maid it was the firm belief [noiſe, 
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Hat op'd ſo loud and tunefully thy throat, 


(Seeming as thou had'ſt learnt to ſcream by note} 
Loud as the Sabine girls that tried to ſcape 
The ſpeechleſs horrors of a Roman rape. 


No novels readeſt thou, O Nymph, in ſight ; 


And yet again I'm told that ev'ry night, | 
In ſecret, thou art much znclin'd to doat _ | | 
On rhymes that Rocheſter ſo warmly wrote. 


Oft doſt thou wonder how thy ſex, ſo ſweet, 


| Can fellows, thoſe great two-legg'd monſters, meet, | 


And ſwoon not at each Caliban; 


And wonder how thy ſex can fancy bliſſes 


Contain'd within the black rough-bearded kiſſes 
Of ſuch a bear-like thing as man. 


, "is alſo aid, that if a flea at 0 


Pert rogue, hath dar'd thy luſcious lip to bite, 
Or point his ſnout into thy ſnowy breaſt, 


At once the houſe hath been alarm'd—the maids 


Call'd idle, naſty, good- for- nothing jades  - 
Who, Eve-like, ruſhing to thy room undreſt, 


Have thought ſome wicked raviſher ſo dread, 
On Love's delicious viands to be fed, 

Had ſeiz'd thee, to obtain forbidden joys 1 
Which had he done, a moſt audacious 128 5 c | 


Thou would'ſt not, e have made a greater 
vol. III. p An 
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And yet 'tis ſaid, again, O Nymph ſo bright, | 


Thou ſleep'ſt with John the coachman ev'ry night 


Vile tales! invented to deſtroy thy fame; 


For wert thou, fearful Laſs, this inſtant married, 


At night thy modeſt cheek would burn with ſhame, 
Nor would'ſt thou go, but to the bed be carried. 


There, when thy Strephon ruſh'd, in white array'd, 
To claſp with kiſſes ſweet his white-ſtol'd Maid, 
And riot in the luxury of charms; | 
Flat as a flounder, ſeeing, hearing gone 
Mute as a fiſh, and fairly turn'd to tone— 
O Damſel! thou would'ſt die within his arms. 


More impudence, with a lick at one of the Ten 
Commandments. 6 6 


TO FOREUNE. 


A H loit'ring Fortune, thou art come too late: 


Ah! wherefore give me not thy ſmiles before; 
When all my youthful paſſions in a roar, 
Rare unters, fearleſs leap'd each five-bar gate: 2 


Unknown by thee, how often did I meet 
The lovelieſt forms of nature in the ſtreet, ' 

'The fair, the black, and laſting brown! 
And, whilſt their charms enraptur'd I ſurvey'd, 


This pretty legend on their lips I read 


« Kiſſes, O gentle ſhepherd, for a crown.” 
| - How 
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How oft I look'd, and figh'd, and look'd agen, 
Upon the charm of evy'ry Phillis ! | 
How wiſh'd myſelf a cock, and her a hen, 

Jo crop at once her roſes and her lilies ? 

| Indeed not only without paying 

But for her liberty without once ſtaying. 


« At Otaheite,” I have ſaid with tears, 
85 No gentleman a jail ſo horrid fears 
« For taking liberties with laſſes : 
4 Soon as they heard how Love in England far'd, 
„The glorious-Otaheitans all were ſcar'd, | 
« And calld us Engliſhmen a pack of aſſes. 


« But they, indeed, are heathens—have no ſouls 

© But ſuch as mult he fried on burning coals, 
« But I'm a Chriſtian, and abhor a rape: 

Vet if a laſs would /e her lean and fat, 

#4 I'm not ſo great an enemy to that 
© 'Though that might whelp a little kind of ſcrape 

« Since *tis believ'd that ſimple fornication 

May ſtep between a man and his ſalvation.” 


D-—n'd Fortune! thus to make me groan ! 
To offer now thy ſhining pieces 
For now my paſſions all are flown, 


Gone to my nephews and my nieces. 
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ODE to Madam SCH W-—©G and Co. 
On their intended VOYAGE to GERMANY, 


Written in the YEAR 1789 


W E Sit you a good voyage to that ſhore 


| Where all your friends are impudent and poor, 
Oblige us, Madam—don't again come over— 
To uſe a cant phraſe, we've been finely fobb'd, 
Indeed have very dextrouſly been robb'd 
You've liv'd juſt eight and twenty years in clover, 


Pray let us breathe a little—be fo good | 
We cannot ſpare ſuch quantities of blood: | 
At leaſt for ſome ten years, pray croſs the main. z 
Then, cruel, ſhould you think upon returning, | 
To put us Britons all in ſecond mourning, | 
We may ſupport phlcbotomy _ 


To you and your lean gang we owe th' Exciſe: 
Pirr cannot any other ſcheme deviſe, 

To pay the nation's debt, and fill your purſes. 
With great reſpect I here aſſure you, Ma'am, 
Vour name our common people loudly d — n; 
Genteeler folks attack with ſilent curſes. 


Madam, 
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Madam, can you ſpeak Latin: No, not much— 
I think you principally ſpew * High-Dutch : 


* But did you Latin underſtand, (God bleſs it,) 


I'd offer up the pithieſt, prettieſt line, 
Unto your Avarice's ſacred ſhrine | 
& Creſcit amor nummi quantum iþſa pecuna creſcit.— 


The which tranſlation of this Latin line 
| Is this— Alas! that maw profound of thine 
© May like the ſtomach of a whale be e ds 
Throw into it the nation's treaſury, * 
But for a minute it will pleaſure ye; 
That gullet would be gaping for a ſecond.” 


Madam, we with you a long, long adieu— 
Good riddance of the ſnuff and di'mond crew ! 
Your abſence, all, alone the State relieves ; 3 
For, hungry Ladies, as I'm here alive, 
A houſe can never hope to thrive, 
'That harboureth a neſt of T hieves. 


4 The Author thinks this a a a Airty one, 
more deſcriptive than any other of the guttural German; 
and therefore chooſes not to ſacrifice truth to a little bien- 
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Suſpended, at the bottom of a rope. 
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An erp Apology for keeping Miſtreſſes, and 
a | oa at that moſt reſpectable State Matrimony. 


— 


ODE. 


- AT I Ine Fen been in 3 deep love, 
A hundred doleful ditties plainly prove. 
By marriage never have I been disjointed; 
For matrimony deals prodigious blows: 
And yet for this ſtormy ſtate, God knows, 


Loe groan'd—and, thank my ſtars, been diſappointed. 


With Love's dear paſſion will I never war: 
Let ev'ry man for ever be in love, 


| Fen if he beats, in age, old Par : 


"Tis for his chilly veins a good warm glove; 
It bids the blood with briſker motion ſtart, 
Thawing Time's icicles around his heart. 
Wedlock's a ſaucy, ſad, familiar ſtate, 
Where folks are very apt to ſcold and hate: 


Love keeps a modeft diſtance, is divine, 
Obliging, and ſays ev'ry thing that's fine. 


Love writes ſweet ſonnets, deals in tender matter 5 
Marriage, in epigram ſo keen, and ſatire. 
Love ſeeketh always to oblige the fair; 
Full of kind wiſhes, and exalted hope: 
Marriage defires to ſee her in the air, 


Love 
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Love wiſhes, in the vale or on the down, 

To give his dear, dear 1dol a green gown : 
Marriage, the brute, ſo ſnappiſh and ill bred, 
Can kick his ſighing turtle out of bed; 

Turns bluffly from the charms that taſte adores, 
Then pulls his night-cap o'er his eyes, and ſnores., 


Wedlock at firſt, indeed, is vaſtly pleaſant ; 
A very ſhowy bird, a fine cock- pheaſant: 
By time, it changeth to a diff rent fowl; 
Sometimes a cuckow, oft'ner a horn-owl. 


 Wedlock's a lock, however large and thick, | 
Which ev'ry raſcal has a key to pick. 


O Love! for Heaven's ſake, never leave my heart 
No! thou and I will never, never part— | | 
Go, Wedlock, to the men of leaden brains, 

Who hate variety, and ſigh for chains. 


A bare-faced Apology for leaving a loving Wife. 
0 Cc H LGN - 
An Apology: for 3 into the Country. | 
CrrLox, we muſt not A be in heav'n, 
For ever toying, ogling, kiſſing, billing; 


The joys for which I thouſands would have giv'n, 


Will preſently be ſcarcely worth a ſnilling. 
1 ” 1 „ 
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Thy neck is fairer than the Alpine ſnows, 


Thy cheek of health, a rival to the roſe; 
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Economy in love is peace to nature, 


Profuſion will not, cannot always laſt. - 
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And, ſweetly ſwelling, heats the down of doves 3 


Thy pouting lips, the tirone of all the Loves! 
Vet, though thus beautiful beyond expreſſion, - 
That beauty fadeth by too much poſſeſſion. 


Much like economy in worldly matter: 
We ſhould be prudent, never live too faſt; 


Lovers are really ſpendthrifts tis a ſhame— _ 

Nothing their thoughtleſs, wild career can tame, 

Till pen'ry ſtares them in the face; 

And when they find an empty purſe, 

Grown calmer, wiſer, how the fault they curſe, 
And, limping, look with ſuch a ſneaking grace! 


Job's war-horſe fierce, his neck with thunder hung, 


Sunk to a humble hack that carries dung. 


Smell to the queen of flowers, the fragrant roſe 


Smell twenty times —and then, my dear, thy noſe 
Will tell thee (not ſo much for ſcent athirſt) 


The twentieth drank leſs flavour than the #r/. . 
Love, doubtleſs, is the ſweeteſt of all fellows * 


Vet often ſhould the little God retire— 
Abſence, dear Chloe, is a pair of bellows, 
That keeps alive the lacred fire. 3 
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In the lane impudently ironical ſtyle. | 
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0 NVMPH with all the luxury of ſkin, 
Pea-bloom breath, and dimpled chin ; 

Roſe cheek, and eyes that beat the blackeſt. ſloe 5 
With flaxen ringlets thy ſoft boſom ſhading, 
So white, ſo plump, ſo luſciouſly-perſuading 

And lips that none but mouths of cherubs knowt- 


Oh, leering, lure me not to Charlotte-ſtreet, 
That too, too fair, ſeducing form to meet; 
Warm, unattir'd, and breathing rich delight 1 
Where thou wilt practiſe ev'ry roguiſh art, 
To bid my ſpirits all unbridled ſtart, 
Run off with me full tilt, and ſteal my ſight. 
Then ſhall I trembling fall, for want of grace, 
And die perhaps upon my face ! 


Ah! ceaſe to turn, and leer, and ſmile, 
My too imprudent ſenſes to beguile ! 
Ah! keep that leg ſo taper from me, 
| Ah! form'd to foil a Phidias's art: 
| Do much unlike that leg in ev'ry part VV 
By me abhorr'd—and chriſt' ned gummy. 
In vain I turn around to run away: | | i 


8 i hine exes, thoſe baſiliſls, command my ſtay; 
| Wilſt 
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Whilſt through its gauze thy r boſom Peeping) 
Seems to that rogue interpreter, my eve, 
To heave a ſoft, deſponding, tender ſigh— 
- Like goſſamer, my thoughts of goodneſs ſweeping. 


Pity my dear religion's dread debility, 
And hide thoſe orbs of ſweet inflammability !— i 
Abound, I ſay, abound in grace, my feet; 
And do not follow her to Charlotte- ſtreet. 


Alas! alas! you have no grace, I ſee, 
But with to carry off poor ſtruggling me; 
Ves, the wild bed of beauty wiſh to ſeek !— 
5 Yet, if you do- to make your two hearts ake, | 
A ſweet, a ſweet revenge I mean to take; 
For, curſe me if you ſhall not ſtay a week. 


But, let me not thus pond'ring, gaping, ſtand 
But, lo, I am not at my own command : 
Bed, boſom, kiſs, embraces, ſtorm my brains, 
And, lawleſs tyrants, bind my will in chains. 
O lovely Laſs ! too pow'rful are thy charms, 
And faſcination dwells within thy arms. 
The Paſſions join the fierce invading hoſt j 
And 1 and Virtue are o'erwhelm'd and loſt 


Paſſions that in a martingal ſhould move z 
Wild horſes, looſen'd by the hands of Love. 


I'm off—alas ! unworthy to be ſeen 


The 215 and Vi RTUE a pr _—_ Queen! 
O Lats 
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O Lais, ſhould our deeds to /zns amount, 


Juſt Heav'n will place them all to hy account. 


The following Stanza, on the Death of Lady 


MovunT E 's favourite Pig Cupid, is verily 

excceded by nothing in the annals of impertinence. 
A CONSOLATORY STANZ A 

To Lavy MOUNT E 


oN THE DEATH oF HER PIG CUPID, | 


O DKY that tear, fo round and big; 


Nor waſte in ſighs your precious wind ! 
Death only takes a ſingle Pig— 
Your Lord and Son are ſtill behind. 


Superlatively impudent, and, I hope, untrue J ſent 


to me two days after my publication of my Queen 
Elizabeth's Progreſfſes, one of which is now actually 


in His Majeſty's oa Library at Buckingham- 
Houle, 


To Mr. 7. WICHOLS, 


oN HIS 


HISTORY of the PROGRESSES of QUEEN ELIZABETH, | 


OH N, though it aſks no ſubtilty of brain 

To write Queex Bess's Progreſs thro' the, land; 
Excuſe the freedom, if I dare maintain 

The theme too high for thee to take in hand. 


On 
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On Vanity's d—n'd rock what thouſands ſplit ! 
Thouſhould'{ have labour'd on ſome humbler matter 
On ſomewhat on a level with thy wit 
For inftance—when Her Majeſty made . 


To ſhow that 1 can be candid, even to people 
of no candour, I ſhall conclude this Firſt Part with 
a few Songs that are not totally deſtitute of merit. 


0 A. 


Wut LST poets pour their happieſt . 
And call thee ev'ry thing divine; ; 

Not quite ſo laviſh in thy praiſe, 
To cenſure be the province mine. 
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Though born with talents to ſurpriſe, 
Thou ſeldom doſt thoſe pow'rs diſplay : 
Thus ſeem they trifling in thy eyes; .) 
T Thus Heav'n's belt gifts are thrown away. 
Though rich in charms thou know'ſt it not; 
Such is thine ignorance profound: 
And then ſuch cruelty thy lot, 
Thy ſweeteſt ſmile inflicts a wound, 
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TO FORT UN E. 
Vas Forge I have ſought thee long, 


Invok'd thee. oft, in proſe and ſong ; 


Through half Old England woo'd thee : | 


Through ſeas of danger, Indian lands, 
Through Afric's howling, burning ſands: 


But, ah! in vain purſu'd thee ! 


Now, Fortune, thou would'ſt fain be kind; 


And now II plainly ſpeak my mind — 


I care not ſtraws about thee : 


1 For. Delia's hand alone I told ; | 
nbrib'd by wealth, the Nymph has ſmil'd; 


And bliſs is ours without thee. 


4 
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C HI. OE, a thouſand charms are thine, - 


That give my heart the conſtant ſigh 1 


Ah ! wherefore let thy Poet pine, 


Who can'ſt with eaſe his wants eee ? 


8 haſt e thy charity diſplay ; : 
With little I'll contented be: 

The kiſſes which thou throw'ſt away 
Upon thy dog, will do for me, he | 
vol. 111. = I cannot, 
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x cannot, however, conclude this Firſt Part of 
Mr. PeTtr's lucubrations without a ſevere repre- 
henſion of his want of loyalty, as well as want of 
reſpect, for that firſt of Courts ST. James's ; and, 
moreover, to prove that diſloyalty and diſreſpect, I 
give the following Ode, which he, with all his im- 

pudence, dares not deny that he wrote. I ſuppoſe 
that it was written in the laſt reign, ſince it is im- 
poſſible tht it ſhould be in the 1 | 


TO A FRIEND IN DISGRACE. 


So FOR, thy Sov” REIGN turns away E/ face! 
Thank God, with all thy ſoul, for the 1 5 


This inſtant down upon thy knee, 

And idolize the man who makes thee free; 
No more endeavour For v's hand to kiſs: 
At firſt I look'd with pity on thy ſtate ; 

But now J humbly thank the foot of Fate, 
That kindly kicks thee into bliſs. | 


oe been diſgrac'd too—felt a Monarch's "TERRY 
And conſequently quitted town: 

But have my fields refus'd ls Piles fo ſweet ? 
Say, have my birds grown ſulky, with the Kins ? 
My thruſhes, linnets, larks, refus'd to fing ? 

My winding brooks to prattle at my feet ? 


No! no ſuch. matter Each unclouded day 
On dove-like pinions gayly glides away: 
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8 In ſhort, all Nature ſeems diſpos'd to pleaſe 
e Then prithee quit thy qualms; look up and laugh; 
E The rural pleaſures let us largely qua, 

I And make our congẽ to the Gods of Eaſe, 


By day, ſhall Nature's ſimple voice 

ſe Our walks, and rides of health rejoice, 

10 Far from an empty Court where Tumult howls; 
And ſhould at night, by chance, an hour 
Be with ennui inclin'd to low'ry 


We'll go and liſten to our Owls; 


Ze eee e e Ts Ye 


Birds from whoſe throats ti s ſaid that wiſdom ſprings— 
How very diff'rent from the throats of Kings! 
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Nil nimium ſtudeo, Caſa , tibi velle placere ; 
Nec feire utrum ſis albus an ater homo. | 
5 ö CArvr ros. 
80 little, Cæſar's humour claims my care, 
1 know not if the Man e black or fair. 
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THE POET FXPRESSETH WONDERFUL CURIOSITY FOR KNOWs®. 
ING THE FUTURE LAUREAT——REPORTETH THE CAN PDI-· 
DATES FOR THE SUBLIME OFFICE OF POETICAL TRUNM- 
PETER—RECOMMENDETYH TO HIS MUSE THE PRAISES OF 


——— * r 


ECONOMY, POULTRY, COW-PENS, PIGS, DUNGHILLS, &c. 


3 
8 


ADVISETH THE MENTION OF HIS PRESENT MON EY-LOVIN G 


— 


N — 


MAJESTY OF NAPLES—ALSO OF THE GREAT PEOPLE or 


— — 
by 


GERMANY—PETER GENTLY CRITICISE TH POOR THOMAS, 


=: Sy 


AND UTTERETH STRANGE THINGS OF, COURT $—HE Ex- 
CLAIMETH SUDDENLY, AND BOASTETH OF HIS PURITY== 
HE RETURNETH SWEETLY TO THE UNKNOWN LAUREAT, 
ASKE TH HIM PERTINENT QUESTIONS, AND INFORMETN 
KIM WHAT A LAUREAT SHOULD RESEMBLE. 


PART , 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 65 


— — 
* - 2 * 8 
— f 


* 


P A 


TBE POET FEELETH A MOST UNCOMMON METAMORPHOSE=— 
BREAKETH OUT INTO A KIND OF POETICAL DELIRIU M=—e 
TALKETH OF COURT-REFORMATION, THE ARTS AND sci. 
ENCES; AND SEEMETH TO CONTINUE MAD TO THE END 
OF THE CHAPTER. Fa 


Who ſhall reſume St. James's ſife, 
And call ideal virtues into life? 

On tiptoe gaping, lo, I ſtand, 
| To ſee the future Laureat of the land! 


Dread rivals, ſplaſhing through the dirty road, 

With thund'ring ſpecimens of Ode, - 

The lyric bundles on each Poet's back, 
Intent to gain the ſtipend and the Sack, | 
See Mason, HavlEv, to the Palace ſcamper, 
Like porters ſweating underneath a hamper! 


And ſee the hacks of Nichors' Magazine 
| Ruſh, loyal, to berhyme a King and Queen; WE 
And fee, full ſpeed, to get the tuneful job, 

The Bellman's heart, with hopes of vict'ry, throb. 


Xy thou, whate'er thy name, thy trade, thy art, 
Who from obſcurity. art doom'd to ſtart, 
| Call'd, by the Royal mandate, to proclaim 
To diſtant realms a Monarch's feeble fame 
For fame of Kings, like cripples in the gout, 
Demands a crutch to move about e 8 
| 6 3 | Whoce'er 
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Whoe's er > he 5 e winn't the envied prize, 
O, if for Royal ſmile thy boſom lighs, 

Of pig-economy exalt the praiſe ; —— 

O flatter ſheep and bullocks in thy lays ! 

To faving wiſdom boldly ſtrike the ſtrings, 

And JOY the grazier-trade in Kings. 


Xe 


Deſcant on ducks, and geeſe, and cocks, nad dg.” 
Hay-ſtacks, and dairies, cow-houfes, and pens; 
Deſcant on dunghills, ev'ry ſort of kine, 
And in the pretty article of ſwine : 


Inform us, without loſs, to twig 
The ſtomach of a feeding calf, or cow; 
And tell us, economic, how - TT 
To ſteal a dinner from a fatt'ning pig; 
And, Bard, to make us ſtill more bleſt, declare 


How hogs and bullocks may grow fat on air. 


Sing how the King af Naples ſells his fiſh, 
„And from his ſtomach cribs the daintieſt diſh z + 
Sing, to his ſubjects how he ſells his game, 
So fierce for dying rich the Monarch's flame : 


| Sing of the economy of German quality; ; 
Emp'rors, Electors, dead to hoſpitality ; 
Margraves, and miſerable Dukes, [cooks t 
Who ſqueeze their ſubjects, and who ſtarve their 
Such be the burthen of thy birth-day ſong, 
And, lo, our Court will liſten all day long. 
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Tou prov'd unequal to the Laureat's place; 
He warbled with an Attic grac‚e 
The language was not underſtood at Court, 
Where bow and curt'ſy, grin and ſhrug, reſort ; 
Sorrow for fickneſs, joy for health, ſo civil; 

And love, that wiſh'd each other to the devil! 


Tom was a ſcholar—luckleſs wight ! | 
Lodg'd with old manners in a muſty college; 8 
He knew not that a palace hated knowledge, 

And deem'd it pedantry to ſpell and write, 

Ton heard of royal libraries, indeed, 
And, weakly, fancied that the books were read: 


He knew not that an author's ſenſe 

Was, at a Palace, not worth finding; 
That what to notice gave a book pretence, 
Was ſolely paper, print, and binding i 


Some folks had never known, with all their wit, 
Old PinDaRr's name, nor occupation, 

Had not 7 ſtarted forth—a lucky hit, 
And prov'd myſelf the 'Theban Bard's relation. 


* 


The names of DRUuMoxsp, BorDero, and HoOARE, * 
Though ftrangers to Apollo's tuneful ear, 
Are diſcords that the Palace-folks adore, 
Sweet as hncerity, as honour dear! 


The name of Homer, none are found to bab it, 


So much the Banker, ſoars beyond the Poet; 
| For 
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For Courts prefer, ſo claſſically weak, 


A Guinea's muſic to the noiſe of Greek: 
Menin acide Thea, empty ſounds, - 
How mean to—“ te the bearer fifty pounds 25 


Angels, and minſters of grace, what's here! 
See ſuppliant SAL'SB RY to the Bard appear! 
He ſighs— upon his knuckles he is down! 
His Lordſhip begs I'll take the Poet's crown. 


Avaunt, my Lord !—Solicttation, fly! 


I'll not be Zany to a King, not I: 

I'll be no Monarch's humble thruſh, 

To whiſtle from the laurel buſh ; 1 
Or, rather, a tame owl, to hoot | 


Whene'er it ſhall my maſters ſuit. 


I have no flatt'ries cut and dried—no varniſh 
For Royal qualities, ſo apt to tarniſh, 
Expos'd a little to the biting air: 

I've got a ſoul, and ſo no lies to ſpare 3 -— 
Beſides, too proud to ſing for hire, 

1 ſcorn to touch a venal lyre. 


Avaunt, ye ſceptred vulgar—purpled, ermin'd ! 
The Muſe ſhall make no mummies, I'm determin'd. 
World, call her proftitute, bawd, dirty b——, 

If meanly once ſhe deals in ſpice and pitch; 
And faves a carcaſe, by its lyric balm, _ 
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Again to thee I turn, from dear digreſſion; 
To thee, ambitious of the Sack-poſſeſſion! 
W O© thou, the future Laureat, yet unknown, _ 
= The nightingale or magpie of a Throne! 
Reveal the ſituation of thy brain. 
Or clear, or muddy 1s its fountain ? 
Of molehill can it make a mountain, 

So ſtrong the magic of its wizard ſtrain ? 


1 ſhould boaſt a buſhel of invention, 

Or yield up all poetical pretenſion 
Lo, flatt'ries form a Monarch's firſt delight! 

A ſolar microſcope the Bard ſhould be, 

That to a camel's ſize can fwell a flea, 

And give the guts of Aldermen to mites, 


PART I. 


My foul aſſumes a loftier wing ; 
I'm chang'd, I feel myſelf a King! 
I'm ſceptred—on my head the crown deſcends! 
To purple turn'd my coat of parſon's grey, 
No let my Majeſty itſelf diſplay, _ 
And ſhow that Kings and glory _y be friends. 


| Yet, though I myſelf a King, 
I hope, untainting, that the crown deſcends 
| Not on my people's ſhoulders bids me ſpring; 


And cry, forgetful of myſelf and friends, 
« Blood 
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« Blood of the Gods within my. veins I find 
« Not the mean puddle of that mob, mankind. 7 


Low at my | feet the ſpaniel-courtiers cow'r; 
Curl, wheedle, wine, paw, lick my ſhoe, for pow'r; 
Prepar'd for ev'ry inſult, ſervile train, 

To take a. ene and to fawn again! 


Off, Prot and Grenvitie—you are not yet men 
Go, children, to your leading-ſtrings agen, | 
Make not a hobby-horſe of this fair Ilie 

Vet, were no danger in the childiſh ſway, 
A kingdom might permit a baby's play, 
And at its weakneſſes indulge a ſmile, 
off, then l once more upon your letters loox 


Go, find of politics the loſt horn-book. 


Off with Excisz your Imp, with Se _— ; 
And fangs deep-rooted in his hydra-jaws; _ 


That monſter, damping Freedom's ſacred joys 1 
Fed by your hands, ye pair of fooliſh boys! 
My ſqul, to Fxzzpom wedded, Freedom loves ; 


Then blaſt me, lightnings, when, ſo coldly cruel, 
I to pomatum ſacrifice the jewel, 
Rouge, pigtail, and a pair of gloves. 


Off, J! ſome dæmon did create thee: 
Oh, form'd to fawn, to kneel, to lie, to flatter! 
6 Perdition catch my ſoul, but I do hate thee! 


70 And when I hate thee not, I war with Nature. 
Such 
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3 Such reptiles dare not midſt my radiance ſport —-- 
C sd be ſuch ſnakes that crawl about a Court, 


| Difgrace not, ſimp'ring ſycophants, my throne !— 
| E——, and pigmy x, be gone! 
B -— x, thou ſtinkeſt !—weazel, polecat, fly! 
Thy manners ſhock, thy form offends my eye. | 
As for thy principles—they're gone long ſince þ 
| Loſt when a poor deſerter from thy Prince, | 
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——;, avaunt ? thow'rt cowardly and mean; 
Thy ſoul is ſable, and thy hands unclean. —— 5 
Vet to minutiæ to deſcend, what need? 8 
Enough, that thou art one of Charles's breed. 
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Out with that SAL's BURY !—Dunpas, avaunt ! 
Otf, water-gruel WEsTMORELAND, and Leeps! 
You, verily, are not the men I want 


My bounty no ſuch folly feeds. 
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Olf, Harxcovnr! who would'ſt ſtarve my kine 
Or make them, poor lean devils, dine 
On vile horſe-cheſnuts-—'tis a c—ſed meal 
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Inſtead of turnips, corn, and hay: 
Thou ſhalt not, by this avaricious way, 
Into my royal favour ſteal. 


> 
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Off, Uxsx1DGt !—LExvs, too, once more get along! - 
You ſhall no be Lord-Prefidents of ſong ; 

. . 8 . You 
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| You throw poor St. Cecilia into fits: 
You've ears, but verily they do'not hear, 

| Juſt as you've tongues that cannot ſpeak, I fear; 
And brains that want their compliment of wits. 


Olf, Warsingnam !—thou putt'ſt me in a ſweat : 
I hate a jack: in- office martinet | 
For ever ſomething mo/t important brewing 
For ever buſy, buſy, N doing. 


| Thou plague of Fol te, the teazer, fretter ; * 
, Informing clerks the way to ſeal a letter; 
Who, full of wiſdom, hold'ſt thyſelf the N 
Inſtructing Suſan how to ſweep the room; 
The letter-man, to hold his bag; 
The mail-guard (ſunk in ignorance forlorn!) 
To load his blunderbuſs, and blow his horn ; 
Off, off !—of conſequence thou rag! 
Go to the fields, and gain a Nation's thanks 
Catch an ee and butterflies for Bax FR 
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5 want not fellows that can only prate 3 : 
I want no whirligigs of fate | 
No jack-a-lanterns, imitating fire, 
Skipping, and leading men into the mire. 
Thou ſervile copieſt, W EST, begone ! 
With nought worth ſaving of thy own ; 
Phillis and Cloe, dancing dogs, 
Pix ETI, and the fortune-telling hogs, 
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Toymen and conj'rors, from my N fly! 
I have no children to amuſe—notf I. 


Of, Sw G ! thou lean, old, wicked cat; 
Reſtleis and ſpitting, biting, mewing, mean, 
Thou ſhalt not in my chimney- corner ſquat, 
Thou ſhalt not, harridan, be Queen: 2 
Off, to thy country, by the map forgot, 
Where Tyranny and Famine c——e the ſpot. 


Yet empty firfl thy bags of plunder'd gain, 

, Wages of vile political pollution; 8 

Then vaniſh, thou OLD FisTuLa ! a drain 
Enervating our glorious Cofiſtitution ! 

Off, H— os Wife !— thy di*monds bode no good; 

They ſhall not taint us—lo, they ſmell of blood ! 


Off, off, old Gs ſpawn now 8 fury, 
In manners coarſer than the dames of Drury ! 1 


O form'd for Uglineſs itſelf a foil! 


Spruug from the Church, the world might well ſuppoſe 


Thy blood with ſome few drops of meekneſs- flows— 
No, vitriol! not one particle of oil! | | 


Pl have no Laureat—ſacred be the ode 5 


Unſullied let its torrent roll! 
Few merits mine, the Muſe's wing to load; 
Small grace of form, and no ſublime of foul : 
And yet, whate'er the merits that are mine, 
By verſe unvarniſh'd ſhall they. ſhine. 
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The real Virtues dare themſelves diſplay, 

And need no pedeſtal to ſhow away: 
Each from herſelf her own importance draws, . 
And ſcorns a chatt'ring Poet's mock applaufe, 
Have niggard Nature, and my ſtars, unkind, 
Of ſenſe and virtues ſtript my deſert mind; 
My name let Silence, with her veil, invade, | 
And cold Oblivion pour th' eternal ſhade. 


Oblig'd not to an Author's rhyme, 
Important, down the ſtream of Time, - 
O let me fail, or not at all; | ; - 
Too proud for Bards to take in tow my name, 4 


Juſt like the Victory *, or Fame *, 


That drag along the jolly-boat or yawl. Me 
Away, the little ſniv'ling fpirit—— . 5 
Away, the hate of riſing merit 1 


Thy heav'n-ward wing, aſpiring Genius, wave; 
J will not, lev'Ving with a jaundic'd eye, 
The ſecret blunderbuſs let fly, 
To give thee, O thou royal bird! a grave. 


Ill have no poet-perſecution—no ! 

Proud of its liberty, 'the verſe ſhall flow ; 
'The mouth of Pegaſus ſhall feel no curb: 

If, idly wanton, Poets tax me wrong, 

Their's is the infamy, for their's the ſong —- _ 
Such blaſts ſhall ne'er my ſoul's deep calm diſturb, 


* Ships of the Line. | 5 
1 Hut, 


6 8 2 r 


Wiſe let me buſh of prejudice the ſtorm, 


 HieyArCHvUs really ſent a man of war, 


How diff rent, Monarchs of the preſent day ! 


The eye of Genius ſhall not wear a gloom, 
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But, ſhould fair Truth: to Satire lend an edge, 

Bid with more force deſcend her thund'ring fledge, 
My juſtice dares not break the poet's pipe; 
And, like a ſchool-boy, to the tyger's den, 

Who wanton flings a cat, a cock, or hen, = 
I will not give him to * MAacpoNnaALD's grpe-- 


4 


Diſarm him for the future, and reform. 
Yes ; 'ſtead of giving him a lago. jobalion, 
Revenge the blow by reformation. 
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To Tos, which of yore was reckon'd far, 


To bring AXACREoN, honied bard, to court; | 
S0 PLATo ſays, a man of good report. 0 


From modern Kings each bee- like minſtrel ſculks, | f 
Whoſe love would clap the bards on board the hulks, 1 
Or ſend them out to warble at T Tyizves Bay. jp 


Come, Science, and the Arts, around me bloom— 
Thrice-welcome, half my empire claim 


Nor BoypELL daſh my cheek with ſhame. 


Hiſtorians, Poets, Painters, ev'ry merit, 
Shall feel King PETER's nag . 


e 5 ern 4 . 
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* The Attorney-General. 
+ Commonly called Botany-Bay, 
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Yes, men of Genius, be my equals, free 
Imperious conſequence you ſhall not feel; 
For ſhow collected, juſt to bend the knee, 
And grace, like ſlaves of yore, a chariot-wheel. 


une, the e dedication, 

A trap to catch my ſmile, deceive the MN ation, 
And make the wide-mouth'd million bleſs my name: 

Ah! let my deeds alone, inſtead of lies, 

Proclaim me open, gen'rous, good, and wiſe 
Thoſe manly heralds of a virtuous fame. 


Here, from your hovels, ſons of ſcience, come: 
Oh, haſte! and call King PETER's houſe your nome - 
Your huts, your ſolitary mountains, quit, 
And make my court. a galaxy of wit. 


Come, Vin res, though a 1 hide thy "An 
(For to thy lot too oft misfortune falls,) 

Whoſe angel-form, from jails can blot diſgrace, 
4 caſt a e ſplendor o'er the walls. 
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Thus hall our moments glide on roblen wings; 
Thus will we triumph with expanded hearts; 
At times be merry upon thrifty Kings, 
And ſmile at Majeſty that ſtarves tlie arts, 
Ambitious, if with Wiſdom thus we wed; 
A Farthing ſhall not bluſh to bear OUR head! 
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| Non Fabula mendax. _ 
| Wonpzars!—WonpDERs!!—WonDERs!!!. 
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY. 
ILLUSTRIOUS sin, | 


PERMIT a poor ſon of Apollo to make an of- 
fering of his Pamphlet, (a ſort of widow's mite,) for g 
the pleaſure received from your five quartos. Aware 
of the dangers of launching into the foaming ſea of _ f 
uſual dedication, in which many an unfortunate au- q 
thor has been drowned, I tremble at my preſent at- 
tempt. Exalted panegyric too frequently incurs the 
ſuſpicion of a ſneer. Your dedication, illuſtrious Sir, | 
to the beſt of Kings, ſtrikes me as the moſt perfect © 
model of imitation—it is a column of Attic elegance 
and ſimplicity, erected to a deſerving monarch. Pray, 
| H 3 | Sir, 
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Sir, did his auguſt Majeſty honour it with a peruſal 


before publication? It truly forms the ne plus ulira of 


human panegyric ; and, what is marvellous, cannot be 


ſuſpeQed of adulation. Pray, Sir, how much might 


his My give you for it? 


What . illuſtrious Sir, between yourſelf 


and Mr. Aus BoswELL; and yet what a diſ- 


tance! Both glorioufſy ambitious, both great ſcho- 


lars, both intellectually adorned, both popular gen- 
tlemen, both dealers in hiſtory, and both deſcended 
from kings! But Mr. JAMES BoswELL's ambition 


was not of ſo bold a wing as yours. He was con- 


tent with a journey to Scotland, to exhibit Dr. Sa- 


MUEL JOHNSON, the Lexicographer, to the liferati of 


that country : Your more exalted ideas could only be 
ſatisfied with a diſplay of the head quarters of the 
IMMORTAL NELE, who had puzzled the purſuits of 


men for ſeven thouſand years. Whilſt Mr. Bosw ELI. 


entertains only with. a breakfaſt on ſpaldings (alias 
dried whitings,) the ſublimer Bruce treats us with a 


diſh of lion. Whilſt BoswELL brings us acquainted” 


with plain Scottiſh gentlewomen only, the gallant 
Babe charms us with romantic tales of QuEEN 


SITTINIA, &c. Whilſt Mr. BoswWELL preſents us 
only with an annecdote of a flannel night-cap made 


by Miſs M*Leod, for the Doctor's bald head; the 


ama Bnuch Se of a piece of ſatin, and ſix hand- 


ſome 
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ſome erimſon and green handkerchiefs, moſt gallantly 
tranſmitted to the beautiful AlscAch, of TRAwWwA. 
Whilſt Mr. BoswELL amuſes us only with his drunken 
bout, and conſequently a ſimple emetic ſcene, the 
ſoaring Bnuck greets us with the more important 


= hiſtory of a thundering Drannuza. Whilſt Mr. 
; BosSWELL prides himſelf only upon his deſcent from a: 
5 Scottiſh King, the penetrating BRuck diſcovers an 
5 origin from KING Solokox and the QUEEN OF- 
: SHEBA 3 which, under the roſe, mutt be eſtabliſhing 


a baſtardy in the family, as the Abyſſinian Queen 


could be nothing more than Solomon's concubine, | | 
their marriage having never been proved, | f 

4 Pray, Sir, what may his Majeſty intend to do with: | x 
= your invaluable Drawings, &c. &e.? Are they to p 


be engraved, pro bono publico, at the expence of the 1 
royal purſe; or kept cautiouſly locked up in a drawer 3: 
at Buckingham-houſe, to-induce the dilettanti to ſigh ! 
bor the publication? Poſſibly they are deſtined to be 
a poſthumous work of the greateſt of Kings; but 
not like poſthumous works in. general, to diſgrace 1 
the dead. 2 1 : 


I am, ILLUusTRIOUS Sin, 
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What makes a tale ſo ſleepy, languid, dull? 
| Things as they happen'd—not of marvel full. 


A tale of lions, ſpectres, ſhipwreck, thunder; 
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8 WE ET is the tale, however ſtrange its air, 


That bids the public eye gſtonied ſtare! 


Sweet is the tale, howe' er uncouth its ſhape, 

That makes the world's wide mouth with wonder gape! 
Behold our infancies in tale delight, 

That bolt, like hedge-hog quills, the hair * 


Of ghoſts how pleas'd is ev'ry child to hear! 
To ſuch is Jack the Giant-killer dear! 


Dread monſters, iſſuing from the flame or flood, 
Charm, tho', with horror cloth'd, they chill the blood! 


What gives a zeſt, and keeps alive attention? 
A tale that wears the viſage of invention : 


A wonder, or firſt couſin to a wonder. 
Myſterious conduct! yet *tis Nature's plan 
To ſow with wonder's ſeeds the ſoul of man, 


That ev ry where in {weet profuſion riſe, 
And ſprout luxuriant through the mouth and eyes! 


What to the vaſty deep 5 IN Joszrn gave, 


As of the world, the ſport of wind and wave? 


* Sir Joſeph Banks, 


— ————— ——— 


PETER PINDAR, Es SG. 87 


— 
E ” 


= What bade the Knight, amidſt thoſe ſcenes remote, 
Sleep with Queen Oborea in the boat? 

What, unconfounded, leap to Newton's chair? 

What, but to make a world with wonder ſtare? 

What bids a KI Ne on Wimbledon, Blackheath, 

So oft rejoice the regiments of death; 

While Britain's mightier bulwark lighted lies, 

And vainly groaning for its. Cæſar ſighs ? 

What, with the vulgar pigs of Aſcot taken, 

Devour on * Aſcot-heath his annual bacon ? LI 
What bade that great, great man, a goodly fight, 
Watch his wife's di'mond petticoat all night; ö 
And what that wife of great, great, great renown, 
Make her own caps, and darn a thread- bare gown ? 


What bade the charming + Lapy Mazy fly ; 
Marcuzs1's ſqueeze, for PaccaitzortY's ſigh ? 35 | 
What, MasrER Epazcuusz deal in rhiming ware? | 
What, but to put all f Cawſand in a ſtare? Tie | 
Sweet child of verſe, who, with importance big, | 
Pleas'd its own ſelf, and eterniz'd a pig 9; | ; 

„ Whilſt, f 


* Conſtantly, yea, with annual conſtancy; do their aug? Mas 
fjeſlies devour the fine fat Bacon of Aſcot at the time of the 
races, and, after deeply loading their royal ſtomachs with this 
ſavoury meat, in grateful return | load Aſcot and the Bacon 
with royal approbation. 

Lady Mary Duncan. 

+ A ſmall fiſhing town near Mount Ease 


. 5 This pig, Cupid, who * years ago fell in love with 1 : 
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Whilſt, mad an equal weight to ſhare, 
Or D MovunT plays Punchinello to a hair. 
What makes a girl the ſhops for novels rove? 2 


The ſweet impoſſibilities of love; 


Quixotic deeds to catch the flying fair ; 


To pant at dangers, and at marvels ſtare. 


What prompteth Chloe, conſcious of the charms 


That crowd the ſouls of ſwains with wild alarms, 


To give the ſwelling boſom's milk-white ſkin 
A vell of gauze ſo marvelouſly thin? 

What but a kind intention of the fair 

To treat the eyes of ſhepherds with a ſtare ? 

| Behold! Religion's ſelf, celeſtial dame, 


- Founds on the rock of miracle her fame 


A ſacred building, that defies decay, 


That fin's wild waves can never waſh away ! 


What made Jonx RoLLE (except for Exox' s Rare) | 


Drill-ſerjeant to the aldermen and may * 4 
» | . 5 | er 
the Earl, has a monument erected to his memory, with an in- 
ſeription on it by Lord Valletort, the Earl's ſon.—lt is ſaid, that 
His Majeſty, when at Mount Edgecumbe, happening to be 
gravely pondering near his grave, the Queen, Who. was at ſome 
_ diſtance, aſked him, what he was looking at ſo ſeriouſly, His 
Majeſty, with a great deal of humour, immediately replied, 
« The family vault, Charly; family vault, family vault.” 
Mr. Jonx ROLL E's dread of a failure in the etiquette of 
preſentment to his Majeſty when at Exeter, prevailed on him 


to take a deal of trouble * — who were to be in- 
troduced 
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E'er from the hall he led his choſen bands, 
To view the KING or NATions, and kiſs hands? 
How rarely man the haunts of wiſdom ſeeks, 
Pleas'd with the life of cabbages and leeks! 
Though form'd to plough the ſoil, divinely ſtrong, : 


Tis famine goads him, like an ox, along: 


= But Baut, on curio/ty's wild wings, 

Darts, hawk-like, where the game of marvel ſprings. 
Let envy kindle with the bluſh of ſhame, 

That dares to call thee, Buck, a thief of fame. 

= Pleas'd to thy wonder's vortex to be drawn, 

| A thouſand volumes could not make me yawn : 

And (O accept a falutary hint 

The world will read as faſt as thou can't print. 


2 


C—8'd by the gooſe's and the critic's quill, 
What tortures tear us, and what horrors thrill ! 
Thus that ſmall imp, a tooth, a ſimple bone, 


Can make fair ladies and great heroes groan ; 
Tear hopeleſs. virgins from their happy dream, 
And bid for doctors *ſtead of ſweethearts ſcream; > 


troduced at the Levee : but, in ſpite of all his intellectual pow- 

ers, which, like his corporeal, are of more than ordinary tex- 

ture, much diſorder happened; indeed the beſt of Kings was — 
three or four times nearly overturned. Many were the gen- 
tlemen that Mr. Rol LE was forced to place himſelf behind, 

to pull down properly on their knees; and many were the 
gentlemen he was obliged ro run after, and make face to the 

right about, who uncourteouſly, though unwittingly, in quit - 

ting the preſence, had turned their unpoliſhed tails on Majeſty. 


* 
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In tears the tender toſſing infant ſteep, | 
And from its eyelids bruſh the dews of ſleep z ; 

Where, with a cheek in cherub bluſhes dreſt, 

It ſeeks, with fruitleſs cries, its vaniſn'd reſt. 
Far diff' rent, Tuov, erect in conſcious Pride, 
Coloſſal dar'ft the critic hoſt beſtride; 

Like yelping coward curs can'ſt make them ſkip. 
And tremble at the thunder of thy whip. 


How hard that thou, a buſy working bee, 
Should'ſt range from. flow'r to flow'r, from tree totree; 
Fly loaded home from ſhrubs of richeſt prime, 
Egyptian, Nubian, Abyſſinian thyme, 

And plund'ring * drones upon thine honey thrive, 
Who never gave an atom to the hive ! ea 
Huge WrALE of marvel-hunters, further ſay, 
And glad the preſent and the future day; 

Speak ! did no angel, proud to intervene, 

Bear thee, like Habbakuk, from ſcene to ſcene ? 


Lo! mbon-ey'd Wonpes opes her lap to thee : 
How niggardly, alas | to luckleſs me! 
Where'er, through trackleſs woods thy luckier way, 
Marvels, like dew-drops, beam on ev'ry ſpray. 
Bleſt man ! whate'er thou wiſheſt to behold, 
Nature as ſtrongly wiſhes to unfold ; 

Of all her wardrobe offers every rag, 

Of which thy {kill bath form'd a conj'ror's bag. 


y Alluding to an Abridgement of Mr. Bruce's Travels. 
„„ 
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Thy deeds are giants, covering ours with ſhame ! 
Poor waſted pigmies ! ſkeletons of fame! 


To thee how kindly hath thy genius giv'n 


The maſſy keys of yonder ſtar-clad Heav'n; 
With leave, whene'er thou wiſheſt to unlock it, 


To put a few eclipſes in thy pocket! 
Nature, where'er thou tread'ſt, exalts her form; 


The whiſp'ring zephyr {wells a howling ſtorm ; 


Where pebbles lay, and riv'lets purl'd before, 


Huge promontories riſe, and oceans roar. 
Thrice envy*d man, (if truth each volume fings,) 
Thy life how happy ! hand and glove with n 


A ſimple ſwain, a ſtranger to a throne, 


I ne'er ſat down with kings to pick a bone ! 


For ſmiles I gap'd not, crouch'd not for alten 
But paid my ſalutations at a diſtance: 


Yer live, O Kinss, to ſee a diſtant date, 8 


Becauſe I've got a pretty good eſtate; 


A comely ſpot near Helicon, that thrives ; j 
A leaſehold though, that hangs upon your lives; 


Let to GRoxGE KEARSLEY, at a moderate rent; 
Enough for me, poor ſwain, it brings content. 
Were Heav'n to place a crown upon my head, 
So meek, ſo modeſt, I ſhould faint with dread ; 
Aud like ſome honeſt biſhop, with a ſigh, 

« Pity my greatneſs, Lord !” would be my cry. 
Poets, like ſpiders, now-a-days muſt ſpin, 

E'en from themſefves, the threads of life fo thin. 
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[ Nought leach now the rulers of great nations, 


— 


But books of wonders, and ſweet dedications. 
Kings, like the mountains of the moon, indeed, 
Proud of their ſtature, lift a lofty head; 
Heads, like the mountain alſo, cold and raw, 
That, ice-envelop'd, ſeldom feel a thaw. 
O may the worlt of ills my ſoul betide, 
For me if ever love-ſick lady dy'd !- 
If fatal darts from theſe two eyes of mine, 
Play'd havock with fair ladies? hearts, like thine : 
No, no! I ever a hard bargain drove, 
And purchas'd ev'ry atom of my love. 
O Buck, I own, all candour, that I look 
With envy, dowmight envy, on thy book; 
A book like Pfalmanazar's, form'd to lait, 
That, gives th hiſtoric eye a ſweet repaſt; 
A book like Mandeville's, that yields delight, 
And puts poor probability to flight ; : 
A book that een Pontopidan would own; 
A book moſt humbly offer d to the Throne; 
A book, how happy! which the King of Iftes 
Admures, (ſays rumour,) and receiy'd with ſmiles 5 
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The fool, with equal gape, aftoniſh'd ſees, 
Through Wonder's glaſſes, elephants, and fleas; 
But thou, in Wonder's ſchool long bred, full growth 
Art pleas'd indeed wiih elephants alone : 

Had'f thou been Gop, an inſult to thy ſight, 
Thy majeſty had ſcorn'd to make a mite. 
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Know, 
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| Know, where th' Atlantic holds th” unwieldy whale, 


My heart has panted at the monſter's tail: 

Had Bzxvcet been there, th' invincible, the brave, 
How had he daſh'd at once beneath the w ave! 
Bold with his dirk the mighty hh purſu'd, 

And ſtain'd whole leagues of ocean with his blood; 3 
Then, rifing glorious from the great attack, 

Grac'd with the wat' ry tyrant on his back! 


Mid thoſe fair * iſles, the happy ies of old, 
Plains that the ghoſts of kings and chieſs patrol'd, 
Theſe eyes have ſeen ;' but, let me truth confeſs, 
No royal ſpectre came, theſe eyes to bleſs : 

To no one chieftain- phantom too, I vow, _ 

With rev'rence, did I ever make my bow: 
Gone to make room, poor ghoſts, ſo Fate inclines, 
For gangs of lazy Spaniards and their vines. 

| But had thy foot, illuſtrious Trav'ller, trod, 
Like me, the precincts of th' Elylian ſod; 

| Full of enquiry eaſy, unconfounded, 

| By ſpectres had'ſt thou quickly been „ 
Then had we heard thy book of wonder boaſt, 


Hoy Bnucx the brave ſhook hands with ev 22 . * 


In vain did I phœnomena purſue, 

For Wonder waits upon the choſen few. 

Whate'er I ſaw requir'd no witch's ſtorm— 

slight deeds, that nature could with eaſe perform! 

| x The Canaries, or the Inſulæ Fortunatæ of the Ancients 
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ious,” to IDES my fleſh and fiſh, 
No golden eagles hopp'd tnto my diſh. 

Nor crocodiles, by love of knowledge led, 
To mark my figure, left their oozy bed; 


Nor loaded camels, to provoke my ſtare, 
Sublimely whirl'd, like ſtraws, amid the air; 
Nor, happy in a ſtomach form'd of ſteel, 
On roaring lions have I made a meal, 
Vnequal mine with lions' bones to cope; 8 
Thy jaws can only on ſuch viands ope. 5 
O had'ſt thou trod, like me, the happy ile, | 
Whoſe * mountain treats all mountains with a ſmile ; 
Bold had'f thou climb'd thꝰ aſcent, an eaſy matter, 
And, nobly daring, ſous'd into the crater ; 

Then out agen had'f vaulted with a hop, 

Quick as a ſweeper from a chimney-top. 

O had thy curious eye beheld, like mine, . 
The 7 ifle which glads the heart with richeſt wine! 
Beneath its vines, with common eluſters crown'd, 

At eve my wand'ring ſteps a paſſage found, 

Where roſe the hut, and neither rich nor poor, 

The wife and huſband, ſeated at the door, . 
Touch'd, when the labours of the day were done, 
The wire of muſic to the ſetting ſun; _ s / 
Where, bleſt, a tender offspring, rang'd around, = WB 
Join'd their ſmall voices to the ſilver ſound. I 
But had Hine eye this ſimple ſcene explor d, 1 | Y 
The man at once had ſprung a ſceptred lord; 1 
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5 Princes 
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| Princes and princeſſes the bearne had been; 
Ij he hut a palace, and the wife a queen; 


Their golden harps had raviſh'd thy two ears, 
An@beggar'd all the muſic of the ſpheres ; 
So kind 1s Nature always pleas'd to be, 
When viſited by favourites, like thee ! 
Strange ! thou haſt ſeen the land, that, to its ſhame, 


* 


Ne'er heard our good 's virtues, nor his name ! 


I've only ſeen thoſe regions, let me ſay, 
Where his great virlues never found their way. 


Alas, I never met with royal ſcenes! 
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No vomits gave to Abyſſinian queens! 

Drew not-from royal arms the purple tide, 
Nor ſcorch'd with fleams, a ſceptred lady's hide: 

Nor, in anatomy ſo very ftout, 


OY 


Veatur'd to turn a princeſs inſide out; 

Nor, bluſhing, ſtripp'd me to the very ſein, 

To give a royal blackamoor a grin. : 

I never ſaw (with ignorance I own) | | 

Mule-mounted monarchs ſeek th' imperial throne ; 
Which mule the carpet ſpoil'd—a dirty beaft ! - 

Firſt ſtal'd; then What? Oblivion cloud the reſt. 

I ſaw no king, whoſe ſubjeQs form'd a riot, 
And, imp-like, howl'd around him for his quiet. 
Nor have I been where men (what lols, alas!) 

Kill half a cow, and turn the reſt to graſs. | 
Where'er great 'Trav'ller, thou art pleas'd to tread, 
The teeming ſkies rain wonders on thy head : 
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No common birth to greet thine eye appears, 


But facred labours of a thouſand years. 
Where'er the Nile ſhall pour the ſmalleſt ſluice, 
The rills ſhall curl into the name of Brxvce. 


And, lo! a univerſe his praiſe ſhall utter, 
Who, firſt of mortals, found the parent gutter; 


And, let me add, of gutters too the Quzzn, 


Without whoſe womb the Nile had never been. 


Thus. many a man,, whoſe deeds have made-a pother, 


Has had a ſcurvy father or a mother. 


O form'd in art and ſcience to ſurpaſs ; 
To whom een VALOUR is an arrant aſs 


O Brvce, moſt ſurely TRAvEL's eldeſt ſon ; 


Tell, prithee, all that thou haſt ſeen and done! 


I fear thou hideſt half thy feats, unkind ; 
A thouſand wonders, ah! remain behind! 


Where is the chariot-wheelt with PHARAORH's name, 


diſn'd from the old Red Sea to ſwell thy fame ? 


Where the horſe-ſhoe with Pharoah's arms, and found 
Where wicked Pharoah and his hoſt were drown'd? 


Where of that ſtone a flice, and freſh account, 
Giv'n by the Lond to Mosss on the Mount? 

And where a ſlice of that ſtone's elder brother, 
That, broken, forc'dtl* ALL-Wisz t' engrave another! 


Where of the cradle too, a ſacred ruſh ? . 
Where a true charcoal of the burning buſh 2 


And, O the jewel, curious gem, diſcloſe, 


ny dangled from the Queen of Sheba 8 66 


When, 


ITN | 


She rode to puzzle Solomon the Wiſe! 
Sagacious Terrier in D1SeovVERY's mine, 


To Afric' wilt thou never BRUCE return? 


And bloſſom with fertility the field: : 


Bleſt I devour them with unſated eyes! 


PETER PIN DAR, ESQ. - gr 


— 


——— 
SOD 


1 


When, with hard queition, and two roguiſh eyes, 


Shall Nature form no more a noſe like thine ? 
No more diſplay'd the pearls of wonder beam, 
When thou, great man, art paſt the Stygian fiream ? 


Howl, Britain! Europe, Abyſſinia mourn ! ; 
Droop ſhall Discovery's wing, her boſom ſigh, 
And MarvzL meet no more the raviſh'd eye; 
Nature out- ſtep her modeſty no more; 

Her cataracts of wonder ceaſe to roar, 

Forc'd to a common channel to ſubſide, 

And pour no longer an aſtounding tide? 

O bid not yet thy lucky labours ceaſe ; 

Still let the Land of Wonder feel increaſe : 

Thy loads of dung, dehghtful ordure, yield; 
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Gates, hedges. mend, that I6NoRAance pull d down, 
And bring in triumph back each kidnapp'd town. 
Though-Envy dns thy volumes of ſurpriſe, 
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What though Jonson cry'd, with cynic ſneer, 

<« J deem'd at firſt, indeed, Bxvce had been there: 
fut ſoon the eye of keen inveſtigation, i 

% Prov'd all the fellow's tale of fabrication.“ 

But who, alas! on John ſon's word relies, 


Who ſaw the too kind North with ne eyes: : 
Who 
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Who rode to Hawthornden's fair ſcene by night, 
For fear a Scottiſh tree might wound his fight ; 
And, bent from decent candour to depart, 
Allow'd a Scotchman neither head nor heart ? 

Grant fiction half thy volumes of ſurpriſe, 
High in the ſcale of merit ſhalt thou riſe : 
Still to FaMe's temple doſt thou boalt pretenſion 2 
For thine the rara avis of invention ! 5 
And lo! amidſt thy work of lab'ring years, 
A dignity of egotiſm appears; 
A ſtyle that claſſic authors ſhould-purſue ; 
A ſtyle that peerleſs * KaTTERFELTO knew ! 
Thou dear man- mountain of diicovery, run; 
Again attempt an Abyſſinian ſun.: 
Yes, go; a ſecond journey, Brvce, purſue ; 
More volumes of rich hiſt'ry bring to view, 
O run, ere TIME the ſpectred tombs invade, 
And ſeize the crumbling wonders from the ſhade ; 
Crowd with fair columns, ſtruck by TIME, thy page, 
And ſnatch the falling grandeur from his rage: 
Eirve that old TIME a vomit too, and draw 

More of Egyptian marvels from his maw; 
Bid him diſgorge, (by moderns call'd a hum, 
Scratch'd by ten thouſand trav'llers, Memnon's bum; 
And, what all rarities mult needs ſurpaſs, 
The tail, the curious tail, of Balaam's aſs. 


Allate celebrated philoſopher and conjuror. 
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Say, what ſhould ſtop, O Bruce, thy grand career 3 
Of Fame the fav'rite, and no child of Fear? 
DaxceR's huge form, ſo dread to vulgar eyes,, 
Pants at thy prefence, and a coward flies. 

Where other trav'llers, fraught with terror; roam, 
Lo! Brvct in Wonder-Land is quite at home 
The ſame cool eye on Nature's forms looks down x 
Lions and rats, the courtier and the clown. 
Whate'er thine action, wonder crowds the tale; 

It ſmells of Brobdignag—it boaſts a ſcale ! 

Fond of the lofty, Baxvcs no pigmy loves— — 
Who likes a pigmy, that a giant moves? 

Again —what pigmy, with a form of lath, 

Loſt in his ſhadow, likes. the Man or GaThy ? 

The bowerly hofteſs, for a cart-horſe fit, | 
Scorns DArRHNE's reed-like ſhape, and calls her ebis 3 
Whilſt on the rough robuſtious lump of Nature, 
Contemptuous Daynxe's whiſpers, © What a crea- 
Pity! purſuits like thine ſhould feel a pauſe, '[ture!”? 
More than half-ſmother'd by fair Fame's applauſe ! 
I ſce thee ſafe return'd from Manver's mine, 
Whoſe gems in ev'ry rock ſo precious ſhine ; - 
Proud of the product of a world unknown, 
Unloading all thy treaſure at the throne ; 

While courtiers cry aloud with one accord, 

Moſt marv'llous is the reign of George the Third! 
How like the butchers'“ boys we ſometimes meet, 


Stuck round with bladders, in a London ſtreet: 
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When envious Death ſhall put thee in his table, 


Here, in fair ſculpture, the recording ſtones 
Shall give thee glorious, cracking lions? bones; 7 
There, which the ſqueamiſh ſouls of Britain ſhocks, 
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In full-blown majeſty who move, and drop 
The bloated burden in an OILMAx's ſhop; 
Whilſt country bumpkins, gazing at the door, 
Cry they © ne'er zeed 20 vine a zight be wvore.“ 

I fee old NILE, the king of floods, ariſe, | 
Shake hands, and welcome thee with happy eyes; 
Otters and alligators in his train, 


Made by thy five immortal volumes vain ; 4 * 
Meaſels and polecats, ſheregrigs, carrion-crows, ; : 1 
Seen and ſmelt only by thine eyes and noſe. bi 
« Son of the Arts, and Couſin of a King. CH 
« Loud as a kettle-drum whoſe actions ring, s | R 


Exclaims the king of floods, thy books I've read, Wi 


And for thy birth- place, envy Brother T'wzzp.'” Rr 


O Bruce, by Fame for ever to be ſung ; 
Job's war-horſe fierce, thy neck with thunder hung: 


Snipp'd life's fine thread, that ſhould have been a cable; | h 
Lo! to thy mem'ry ſhall the marble ſwell, Aw. 
Mauſoleum huge, and all thy actions tell! | 1 


Rich ſteaks devouring from the living ox: 


Here, ſtaring on thee from the realm of water, 8 
Full many a virtuoſo alligator; „%%% ͤ 
There, BRuck informing queens, in naked . R 
The feel and colour of a Scotſman's hide: 3 4 


a -” | . Here 
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Here of the genealogy a tree, 

Branching from Solomon's wiſe trunk to thee ; 
There, with a valour nought could dare withſtand, 
BRUCE fighting an hyæna hand to hand; 

Which dread hyzna (what a beaſt uncouth!) 

| Fought with a pound of candles in his mouth: . 
| Here temples burſting glorious on the view, þ © | bY 
E Which Hisr'xv, though a goſſip, never knew; 

: There columns ſtarting from the earth and flood, 
y Juſt like the razor-fiſh from ſand and mud: 

1 Here a wiſe Monarch, with voracious looks, 

3 Receiving all thy drawings and thy books ; 

wilt Fame behind him all ſo ſolemn fings 

Ine lib'ral ſpirit of the belt of Kings. 
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Man ſays, O Brvce, that thou wert hardly us'd; | 
hat our great King at firſt thy book refus'd ; 

Undced look'd grimly *midit his courtier crew, 

Who, gentle courtiers ! all look'd grimly too | 

Ihus when in black the lofty SR looks down, 

The ſympathizing SEA reflects a frown ; 

Vale, cattle, reptile, inſet, man, and maid, 

all mope, and ſeem to ſorrow in the ſhade. 
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| Steep is th' aſcent, and narrow is the road, 

lh me! that icads to Fame's divine abode : | 

et thick, (through lanes, like pilgrimaging rats, 

awd by mortals, and unſcar'd by cats, ) 
EE. What 
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What crawling hoſts attempt her ſacred fane, 

And dizzy, drunk-like, tumble back again; 

Faſt as the ſwain, whoſe arms the damſels fill, 

Embrace of elegance down Greenwich Hill; 

Whilſt thou, Briareus like, with dauntleſs air, 
Reſolv'd to raviſh Fa ME, immortal Fair, 

Juſt like our London bullies with the w 

Haſt ſcal'd the cloud-clapt height, and forc ther doors! 

O form'd the trav'llers of the Faſt to ſcare, : 

Although thy pow 'rs are mighty, learn to ſpare 5 

Dog ſhould not prey on dog, the proverb ſays: 

Allow then brother-trav' lers crumbs of praiſe; 

Like thee, let others reap applauſe, and riſe 

By daring viſits to Egyptian flies: 

But calmly, lo! thou canſt not ſee them paſs; 

% This is a rogue or fool, and that's an aſs.” 

8 # hus on a tree, whene'er the weather's fine, 

Jack Kren, the OPIDER, weaves the fatal line; 

Beneath a leaf he hides with watchful eye, | 

Now darts, and roping hangs the trav'lling FLV. 

Again, moſt tireſome, let me ſay, Go, go, 

Proceed, and all about it let us know : 

Led ſafely by thine enterpriſing ſtar, 

Hyznas ſhall not with thy journey war: 

' Uneat by tygers, dare the foreſt's gloom. 

To bid the barren field of knowledge bloom : 

Wave o'er new pyramids thine eagle wings; 

And hound-like, . treſh tombs of ancient kings, 

When 


385 
hen 


PETER PINDAR, B89. | 97 


3 


2 A . 2 = © i 


— * 


Which Time had buried with the mighty dead, 
And cold Oblivion, ſwallow'd in her ſhade: 

And mind, ('tis Hist'n v's province to ſurpriſe, ) 
That tales are ſweeteſt, that ſound moſt like lies. 


As the confeſſed ſuperiority of Mr. BRV OE to Mr. 
BosweELL entitles him to a more eminent, mark of 
diſtinction, I have added an ODE, in my beſt 
Manner, to this Complimentary Epiſtle, which the 
Congratulatory Ns to Mr. BoswELL cannot 
boaſt. 


ODE TO JAMES BRUCE, Exguine, 


0 Bruce, for this his ſhort and ſweet epiſtle, 
Thou biddeſt p'rhaps the gentle bard ( go whiſtle;“ 
Or, ſomewhat worſe, perchaunce, that rhimes to 
That is to ſay, knights of the blade, knight; 
One time ſo buſy in the dubbing trade, 
That, like to filver, it was ſhoulder'd bright. 


Pity by hungry critics thou ould'ſt fall, 
So clever, and ſo form ' d to pleaſe us all ! 
Again !—by royal favour all-ſurrounded, 


| A balm ſo rich, like cloves and nutmegs pounded! 


Thus the Bac Fox, (how cruelly, alack!) 


; Turn'd out with turpentine upon his back, 
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Amidſt the war of hounds and hunters flies „ 
Shews ſport ; but, luckleſs, by his fragrance dies! 


Safe from the fury of the-critic hounds, | 


O Bruce, thou treadeſt Abyſſinian grounds; 


Nor can our Britiſh noſes hunt thy foil: 


Indeed, thou need'ſt not dread th' event; ; 
Surrounding clouds deſtroy the ſcent, 


And mock their moſt ſagacious toll : 
Yes, in thy darkneſs thou ſhalt leave the dogs; 
For hares, the hunters ſay, run belt in fogs. 


Of thee and me, two great phyſicians, 


How diff rent are the diſpolitions ! 
Thy ſoul delights in wonder, pomp, and buſtle ; : 
Mine in th' unmarvellous and placid ſcent, 
Plain as the * hut of our good King and Gn 
I imitate the ſtationary muſcle. 


Yet, boldty thou, O Bares, again proceed; 


Of wonder ope the fountain head; 

Deluge the land with Abyſſinian ware; 
Whilſt I, a fimple ſon of peace, | 
The world of bagatelle increaſe, 

By love-fick ſonnets to the fair: 


Now. to Sir Joſeph, now a Duke, now Wren, 


Now Robin Red-breaſt, dedicate the pen : 


A houſe cloſe by the glorious caſlle-of w indſor. 
. Now 
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Now glow-worm, child of ſhade and light, not 
= To whom, of wicked wits the tuneful art, [flame 3 
C- So very apt, indeed, from truth to ſtart, 


Compares the nightly ſtreet- meand'rin g dame. 


Mild Ixsgor, harmleſs as myſelf, Lween; 
Thou little planet of the rural ſcene, 

When ſummer warms the vallies with her rays $ 
Accept a trifling ſonnet to thy praiſe. 


ODE ro rus GLOW-WORM-. 


B RIGHT ſtranger, welcome to my field, 
Here feed in ſafety, here thy radiance yield; 
To me, O nightly be thy ſplendor giv'n : | 
Oh, could a wiſh of mine the ſkies command, 
| How would I gem thy leaf with lib'ral hand, 
With ev'ry ſweeteſt dew of Heav'n! 2 


Say, doſt thou kindly light the Fairy train, 

Amidſt their gambols on the ſtilly plain, 
Hanging thy lamp upon the moiſten'd blade? 

What lamp ſo fit, ſo pure as thine, 

| Amidft the gentle elſin band to ſhine, 

A chace the horrors of the midnight ſhade | 


Oh! may no feather'd foe diſturb thy bow'r, 
And with barbarian beak thy life devour ; 


KW Oh! 
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Oh! may no ruthleſs torrent of the ſky, 

| | | O'erwhelming, force thee from thy dewy ſeat; 

; Nor tempeſts tear thee from thy green retreat, 
And bid thee ' midſt the humming myriads die! 


Quzex of the inſe& world, what leaves delight? 
Of ſuch theſe willing hands a bow'r ſhall form, 

To guard thee from the ruſhing rains of night, 
And. hide thee from the wild wing of the ſtorm. 


Sweet Child of Seillneſs, midſt the a weful calm 
Of paufing Nature thou art pleas'd to dwell 3 


In happy ſilence to enjoy thy balm, 
And ſhed through life a luſtre round thy cell. 


How diff*rent man, the imp of noiſe and ftrife, 
Who courts the ftorm that tears and darkens life; 
Bleſt when the paſſions wild the ſoul invade !. 
How nobler far to bid thoſe whirlwinds ceaſe; 

To taſte, like thee, the luxury of peace, 
And ſhine 1 in "NO and ſhade 25 
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DISLOYAL. ACADEMICIANS.. 


Tig [havin | Dumev £10851. | ANACREON.. 
Thus for a MicuTy Monarcn to be level d “ 
Pray were you drunk, or mad, Sirs, or be-devill'd? 


dl; 


TO THE REA DER. 
GENTLE RAD EA 5 

THE foundation of the following Odes is ſimply 

this—The Preſident of the Royal Academy, happy 

to be able to gratify our amiable Monarch in the 

| minuteſt of his predilections, reported lately to the 
| Academicians his Majeſty's deſire, that a Mr. Lau- 
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RENCE might be added to the lift of R. A.%s, his 
Majeſty, from his ſuperior knowledge in painting, 
being perfealy convinced of this young Artiſt's un- 
common abilities, and conſequently fair pretenfions 
to the honour. Notwithſtanding the Royal with, 
and the wiſh of the Preſident, and (under the 


roſe!!!) the wiſh of Mr. Baxnzamin Wesr, the 


Windſor oracle of Paint, and Painter of Hiſtory, the 
R. A. 's received the annunciation of his Majeſty's. 
with, Sir JosnuAa's with, Mr. Wesr's wiſh, with 
the moſt ineffable /ang-froid, not to call it by the 
harder name, diſguſt. The annunciation happening 
on the night of an election of Aſſociates, at which 
Mr. LauztxCE ought to have been elected an Af-.. 
ſociate (a ſtep neceſſary to the more exalted one of. 
R. A.)—behold the obſtinacy of theſe Royal Mules! 
—the number of votes in favour of Mr. Laukxence, 
amounted to juſt three, and that of his opponent: 
Indignant and 


loyal Reader, the Lyric Muſe, who has uniformly. 
attacked Meanneſs, Folly, Impudence, Avarice, and 


Ignorance, from her cradle, caught fire at the above 


important event, and molt loyally poured forth the. 
following Odes, replete with their uſual ſublimities. 


PRO - 
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PROEMIUM. 


TO THE PUBLIC: 


GENTLES ! behold a poor plain-ſpoken man! 
| Modeſt as ADDINGTON our SPEAKER, 
Amidf Saint Stephen's patriotic clan,. | 
Where INNOCENCE fo. meek.did ne'er look meeker 5: 
When with much palpitation, and much dread, 
He turn'd about his pretty Speaker's head, 
One leg juſt rais'd to hop into the chair; 
Juſt ike a CAT in rain amid the ſtreet, 
That fears to wet her white and velvet feet, . 
Which for a handſome: gutter-leap prepared! 


] fear I am a moſt unworthy choice, 
Said Miſter SPEAKER, with a lamb-like voice! 
I have but one ſtep more, he cried, 


Keeping his head coquettiſhly aſide... 


| How much like CHRISTIE, with his hammer rais'd, 
(Cunfsrix, a public Speaker too, ſo prais'd,) 

| Looking around him, ſimpering, ſmiling, bowing, 
| Zhen crying Gemmen, going, going, going!“ 
5 Ves, 
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Yes, Gentles all, a modeſt Bard, and ſhy, 

With dove-like mien, and ground-exploring eye; 

Modeſt as Miſter SPEAKER at the Lon Ds, 
When lowly he did Majeſty beſeech | 

T' allow his humble Commons uſe of words; 3 


That 1s to ſay, a liberty of ſpeech :. 


Alſo to have at times a fele-d-tele, 
Becauſe a confab royal is a treat; 

Indeed for ſuljeFs much too rich, 

As wife KING JamEs aſſerted of the teh 


Likewiſe to have the privilege of Ticx,. 
Becauſe a BaiL1FF is a meddling rogue, 

Who, with a-hand of iron, or a ſtick, 
Stoppeth the travels of our men of vogue! 

- Barbarian act, that men of worthip frets! 

Who think of loftier things than idle debts ; 

Deep pond'ring ever on the NAriox's good, 

Not on great greaſy butchers, tailor knaves, 

Mercers and clammy grocers—compter ſlaves, 


Who, by their ſtinking ſweat, procure their food. 


* 


Tradeſmen ! a ſet of vulgar ſwine; 
Crutches for FoxTUNE in a deep decline: 
Lo what a Tradeſman's good for, and lo all 
A wooden buttreſs for a tott' ring wall ! 
With tears have I beheld full many a Sapa 
Moſt brutally by Bailiqi dragg'd along; 

For turnpike, furniture, or houſe's hire, 
Horle, wages, coach, or ſome ſuch idle ſong! 


Nom. 
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Now *Sgurre's a title of much reputation 
Belongs to people of no—occupation ; 

Who cannot (in their looks we read it) 

Get, for a mutton-chop, a little credit! 
Poor Gentlemen ! how hard, alas ! their fate, 
To knucle to ſuch nuiſances of State! 


Gentles, to you, well pleas'd, I turn again, 
Quitting my fay'rite rambling ſtrain; 
Leaving belov'd, admir'd, ador'd digreſſion, 

So practis d by us men of ode-profeſſion, 

When we have ſcarcely aught to ling,or-ſay, 
And ſneaking Fancy quits the lyric lay. . 


* 


I do remember What: That thus my pen, ; f 


Licentious, ſlander'd crown-and-ſceptre men! 
Readers, one moment look me in the face; 3 
A Poet not quite deſtitute of grace; | 
© And anſwer one not bred in FLaTT'Ry's ſchools 
« Are you, or are you not, a fet of fools? 
« Pinning your faith on GRanDEUR's fleeve— 
wy Say,* do you,, in your conſciences, believe 
© That M——s never can we weak nor mean J 
« And that a M 's wife, yclepp'd a 
May not (and why not?) be a downright ſlop, 
“ Form'd of the coarſeſt rags of NaATUuRE's ſhop? 
& I read the anſwer in each viſage “ No!” 
« O Jeſu! can it be? and is it ſo? - 

& Put down my book—— 

Gire it not one contaminating lab - 
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* KEARSLEY ſhall toſs your money back again: 
Get your crowns ſhav'd, poor fouls—I wiſh you 
«© And hear me—Bedlam has a vacant cell.“ [well 


Such were the ſtanzas that I wrote of yore, 
When tainted by a King-deriding Clan: 
But now I curſe thoſe tenets o'er and oer 
A convert quite—a ſweet and alter d man: 


The 3 force of Gor unionne 1 


To RoxATTx's ſtern port I learn to kneel : 
For Royalties are deem'd moſt ſacred things: 
So ſacred by the Courtiers, that the Bible 
May be inform'd againſt, and prov'd a libel,. 
For ſaying—« Put no confidence in Kings !?” 


"Though this indeed may be interpolation, 


As much was coin'd by Popiſh prieſts and friars. $ 
For ah ! huw hard 'tis for imagination 
'To fancy Monarchs hypocrites and liars ! 


Fo ODE TO THE ACADEMICIANS. 


7 8 I _ or dreaming, O ye Gods ? 


Alas! in wating's favour lie the odds! 


The 
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The dev'l it is! ah me! 'tis really fo! 

How, Sirs! on Majeſty's proud corns to tread! 
Mleſſieurs Academicians, when you're dead, 
Where can your Impudencies hope to go? 


Refuſe a Monarch's mighty orders? 
It ſmells of treaſon—on rebellion borders“ 
*Sdeath, Sirs! it was the QUEEN's fond with as well, 
That * MASTER LAWRENCE ſhould come in! 
Againſt a Queen ſo gentle to rebel! 
This is another crying ſin! 


What not oblige, in ſuch a trifling thing, 
So ſweet a Queen, and ſuch a goodly King! 


A Queen wnus'd to oppoſition-weather—— | 
At diſappointment ſo unus*d to ftart——— 
So full of dove-like gentleneſs her heart, 

As if the dove had lent its ſofteſt feather, 
That heart of gentleneſs to form, f 
Unus'd (as T have ſaid) to oppoſition- ſtorm! 


O let me juſt inform you, one and all, 
That Kings and Potentates, both great and fall, 
Born to be humour'd, for obedience battle : 
Moſt inſtantaneous too muſt be gona] | 
Refuſal is moſt d n—e defiance; 
They ſtuggle for 1 like children for the rattle, = 


But in our mile ſome diff rence lies 
We whip a bantling when it kicks and cries, | | 


* A young Portrait-painter of ſome merit. 


Fully 
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Now whining yelps, now pawing to prevail, 
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Fully determin'd not to pleaſe it: 
But lo! the children that poſſeſs a crown 
(Young Herculeſes) knock us down, 

And, angry for the bauble, ſeize it. 


Each of you, Sirs, has kept a cur, percbaunce: 


Poor wretch, how oft his eyes with lightnings dance; 
How he looks up to Maſter for a ſmile ! 
| Shakes his imploring head with wriggling tail, 


RY 


Eager with ſuch anxiety the while; 
And if a pat ſhould bleſs the whinning ſcraper, 
Lord, how the animal be egins to caper | 


Thus ſhould it be with ſubjects and great Kings 


But you are ſtrangers to. theſe humble things. 


For ſhame ! upon the courtier's creed go look— 
And take a leaf from humble HawxsB'ry's book; 
Or ſweet neck-bending water-gruel LEEDs, 

Who Majeſty with pap of flatt'ry feeds ; 


Which pap, if highly reliſh'd, will of courſe, , 
| Rewarded, make him MASTER OF THE Hokss. 


Where was PREROGATIVE ?—aſleep ? 
A blockhead, not a better watch to keep. 
In this moſt ſolemn, moiſt important hour! 


Why heard we not the thunder of his voice; 


Saw down your gullets cramm'd the royal choice, 
So eaſy to the iron arm of Power? 4 
Why 


* 


To ev'ry body's call, ah! now ſo pliant! 
Sad ſkeleton of once a ſturdy giant! 


„ 


Why ſlept his ſledge, the guardian of a crown, 
So form'd to knock unruly raſcals down? 
Ah me! PREROGATIVE ſeems nearly dead ! 
Behold his tott'ring limbs and palſied head; 
Sunk in their orbits his dim eyes; 
His teeth dropp'd out; and hark ! his voice fo weak; 
A mouſe behind the wainſcot—eunuch ſqueak ! 
% Ah! non ſum qualis eram, now he ſighs, 


Poor bending ſhrivell'd form, but juſt alive, 


Art thou that bully once—PREROGATIVE'? 
Where is the mien of Mars, 'the eye's wild ſtare, 8 


A meteor darting horror with its glare! l 


How like a BRANDY-DRINKER, who on flame 
Feeds with a roſy bcacon-face at' firſt ; 

But, by his enemy _INTEMP RANCE curſt, 

Yields to that victor of mankind with ſhame 
Pale, hobbling, voiceleſs, crawling to dog: 
Juſt like a paſſing ſhadow, n away! 


Bedchamber Lords are all in ire — 
The Maids of Honour all on fire ; 
Nay, though deſpotically ſhav'd, the Cooks, 
Bluff on th* occaſion, put on bull's-beef looks: 
And really this is very grand behaving, 


* 


i 


80 OT to forgive the famous a. 
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See Ma DAM SCHWELLENBERG moſt cat- like ſtare ; 
And though no fav'rite of the King, 

She cries, „By Got, it ſhock and make my hair - 
% Upright—it is ſo dam dam ſaucy ting.” 


STANHOPE, perchance, will claſp you in his arms; 
And Price's Ghoſt, with eloquence's charms, 
Will, from his tomb upſpringing, ſound applauſe : 
But know, I deem not ſo of EpmMunD Burks : 
Ne nobly ſtyles the deed © a d—mn'd day's work; 
\ Superior he to cutting royal claws. a 


Mon very juſtly thinks the human back 

Should be to Kings a ſort of humble hack; 

That ev'ry ſubject ought to wear a ſaddle, 

O' er which thoſe great 3 Kings, may 
Araddle. 


ODE II. 


THE fam'd Aſſembly of the French will ſmile 


At thus diſgrace of our fair iſſe: 
Meſſieurs FAYETTE the Great, and Co. 
With tears of joy will overflow, _ 
And order the Aſſembly of the Nation 


To ſend you ſweet congratulation. 
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What haſt thou to complain of each, thou imp? 
Compar dato Kings, a grampus and a ſhrimp! 
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Lo! when from Windſor mark Kings arrive, 
Like London mack'rel, all alive 


Terrenes of flatt'ry are prepar'd ſo hot 
By courtiers—a delicious pepper- pot; - 


. > * 
Which, to be ſure, the royal maw devours, 


Kings boaſting very ſtrong digeſtive pow'rs. 
A Pol x TER thus, lock'd up a week, | 
Half ſtarv'd, and longing for a ſteak ; 


Behold him now turn'd looſe fo wiki ts ent 
Gods! how he 1 down the broth and meat 


a 


Yes, flatt- ry-ſoups are all prepar d fo hot, 
8 I have hinted, a fine pepper- pot: 


„ too of curtſies, bows, and ſerapes, 
With ſtare and wonder in all ſorts of ſhapes ; 
Attentions darting from the full-{tretch'd eye, 


That not a royal glance may paſs unheeded by: 
Attentions ſharp as thoſe of Lumyy, SMALL, 


At cricket {kill'd to catch the- flying ball; 
Whilſt you ſurvey (abominable thing!) 
With cold contempt the character of King! 


Think by what royal bounty you are bleſt! 


Think of the patronage to Painters all! 
Not a poor ſhallow rill confin'd to WEST, 
But torrents that like Niagara fall. 


Yes; GEORGE is gen'rous—watches all your wants 
And pours his foſt'ring rains upon his plants. 


L 2 „„ Then, 
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Then, meeting ſuch a friend, you ought to ery 
* Glory be to e on high!“ 


Thus, when two 8 approach, a wand'ring pair, 
As oft it happens, *mid their waiks in air; 
Though one be rich, the other poor, 
In rare electri ic matter, how they greet ! 
With what delight they ſeem to meet; | 
And, pleas” d, with all the fire of friendſhip roar } 


*%: 


” HIER O ze raggamuffins, loves you dearly ; ; 
Sends you rare pictures for improvement yearly ; 

Buys up your works, and much commiſſion gives. 
To Hiſt'ry, Portrait, Landſcape-Men —— 
Careful as of her chicken a good hen: 


Thus like an Alderman each Limner lives. | 


Yee; ; a good hen ſee her wing diſplay'd, 

To warm, prote& you with parental ſhade : 
But you, a flock. of vile rebellious chicken, 
Are all for mounting on your mother's back, 
With threat'ning beak and noiſy ſaucy clack, 

Her eyes out, trying to be picking ; ' | 


Againſt her blaſphemouſly ſwearing :_ 

This is undutiful beyond all bearing. 
Where'er the plaintive cry of WAN appears, | 
Cock d, like a greyhound's, are the King's two ears: 
Ready for ſuch poor wights to bake, and brew 
6 beliey'd by my few ! ! 


— 


Thus, 
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Thus, to PRILosorux's ſurpriſe, 
A pin can lead the lightning of the ſkies! . 


ODE III. 1 
BEHOLD, his Majeſty is in a paſſion! _ il 
Tremble, ye rogues, and tremble all the nation ! | b; 
Suppoſe he takes it in his royal head * * || 
To ſtrike your Academic Idol dead; : | j1 
Knock down your Housz, diſſolve you in his ire, ö þ 
And ſtrip pre of your boned eee ee 1 
1 
"Ta band” a piece of iron to your will, 5 il 
You always make that iron hot; | | 1 
For then it aſks but little force and ſill — | - | 1 
Its. turdineſs i is quite forgot: : : it 
Put I lo! it is quite otherwiſe with: man! 
Make him red-hot, and bend him as you can: 
So widely diff rent are the metals, 
Compoſing man, or kings indeed, and kettles ! 


Oft has he left his Queen and Windſor tow'rs, 
Oft from the faſcinating Dairy flown, - | 
To raiſe the Arts with all his mighty pow'rs;. . 
- hold high converſe with the folks of Town: 
| LF From 
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From lofty CaxTHAact thus, by Jove's decree, 
On nobler works than thoſe of love, intent, 
 Z£xx4s from the widow Dipo went, 

And, full of piety, put off to ſea! 


Vain of your Academic honours, vain, 
I ſay agen, 


lt root — e— 


luy you deem'd yourſelves the firſt of men; 

And then | 
You ſpurn'd the hand which raed you into notice— 
By all the Gods, unfortunately, ſo *tis! 


Full oft, by FoxTune, man is play'd a trick; 

Too often ruin'd by her glittering toys, 

Juſt like the canDLE's.luckleſs wick 
Surrounded by the luftre that deſtroys. 


„5 IV. 


RESISTANCE cons me, like a napkin, pale; 
REBELLION chills me into ſtone; 

% Tell not in Gath the tale, | 
« Nor publiſh. in the ſtreets of Aſcalon.”” 
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Copy the manners of a Court: 
There (thanks to EnvcaTION bor. t) 
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SUBMISSION cow'ring creeps, with fearful eye, 
Unceaſing bends the willowy neck to ground, 
In rev'rence, abject and profound, 


Too humbly modeſt to behold the {ky : | 


There, all alive too, HawK ATTENTION fits, 
| To ſtudy Royal Humovs's various fits; 
With wings expanded, ready to fly poſt, 
To Eat, to Well, to North, or South, 
To cater for a Monarch's mighty mouth, 
To get him bak' d, or grill'd, or boil'd, or roaſt: 


Now ſcampers to pick up each bit of news, | 
y Which full-fed London ev'ry moment ſp—8 E 7 
Then to the Palace the rich treaſure bears, 
| And pours the whole into the royal ears. 


There ADULATION, with her ſilver tongue, 

Sweeter than Philomela's ſweeteit ſong, 

Says unto Majeſty ſuch things ! 

Tells him that Czsar won not half his fame; 

| That ALEXANDER was a childiſh name | 
Compar'd to his—the King of Kines! 


| Now ſmiling, ſtaring huge ſurpriſe, 
With ſuch a brac? of wonder-looking eyes, 
On all the words from Majeſty that dart ; 
As if bright gems, as large as eggs of pullet, 
| Flow'd from the King's Golconda 8 
Enough, indeed, to load a cart: 
Her 
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Soon as the ſoldiers cry aloud, Make way!“ 
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Her mouth ſo pleas'd the treaſures to devour ! 


Wide as the port-hole of a Seventy-four ! 


Such is the picture of a Palace ſcene, 
Drawn by an amateur, 1 ween : 


The outline chaſte, and. eaſy flowing; 


The colouring not a whit too glowing. 


Such, ſuch is ADULATION, charming maid ! 
Whoſe conduct you won't copy, I'm afraid. 


„„ 


. oppoſition, lo! the foul demurs ! 


At ſuch the royal mind revolts ; _ i 
Hates it as much as ſticks, the cats and curs, 
Or curbs, and whips, and ſpurs, high-melted colts, 


Too well I know that you the Great deſpiſe; $ 
Molehills, inſtead of mountains, in your W 1 | 


?Tis wrong! | * 
I often rev'rence GRANDEUR | in my png. 


Go, Sirs, to Court. upon. a gala day :. 


How gloriouſly the Courtiers ſtrut it by, 
In gorgeous clothes of filk and gold, 
With ſuch an elevated front, and bold, 
With ſuch ſtate-conſequence in either eye; 


80 


| 5 
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so much e the ground on which they ſtrut, 
So Riff, ſo ſtake- like, all the pompous pack, : 


| A; though Dame Nature had forgot to put 
be joints of manners to the neck and back. 


0 glorious ſight! this no one dares deny: 
And lo! I'd lay conſiderable odds, 
That man who ne'er divinities did ſpy, 

Wan ee take them for a pack of gods! 


Grant that the Great are ignorant—what then? 
Still are they folks of worſhip—ſtill great men; 
| Though flogg'd through ſchools, and baniſh'd from 
„ 8 
Although not one inch broad their minds, I ween x, 
The utmoſt boundary of all their knowledge, 
The Game-a& and Joun Nichors' Magazine. 


| Still men of worſhip, muſt they all appear 
Brincs we little people ſhould reveress 
Tis nat*ral to revere the /h on high; 
To rev'rence, lo! our infancies are led! 
Well do I recolle& how oft my eye | | 
| Ador'd the Kings and Queens of Gingerbread : 


Ning David, Solomon, and that brave Queen & 
| Who rode ſo far to ſee, and to be ſeen: ; 


* Her Majeſty of Sheba. 
| | | Thovgh 
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Though hungry as a hound, with pence in ſtore, 
When in their glory on the ſtalls I met 'em; 
Though longing to devour them o'er and o'er, 
I deem'd it ſacrilege to eat em |! | 
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ODE VI. 

THE light of Rrasow is a little ray, 
But ſtill is ſhows us the right way: 
Indeed, the GzexnTLEWOMAN makes no blaze, 

No bonfire tempting a fool's eye to gaze —— 
A modeſt dame, remote, and calm, and coy, 
And never playeth gambols, to deſtroy. 


But ERRoR, what a meretricious jade, 
Amidſt her trackleſs wilds immers'd in ſhade, 
To tempt the filly and unwary ! 
Her meteor, Io! ſhe lights {—here, there, 
Up, down, ſhe dances it—now far, now near, 
In mad and riotous vagary. 


On the Fools wander, in purfuit fo ſtout, 
And love of this ſame gariſh light; 
All on a ſudden goes this meteor out ; ER - 
and caught, like badgers, in the ſack of night, 
Blund'ring and trying to get back agen, 
They roll about in vain, poor men. 


— 


£ Thus 


b 


| Thus you Academicians all proceed: 


—̃̃ —-.t: . . ̃ ˙˖ EI: ——— —4— 
— . ̃ —-— . ⅛Ü¹õwun —— rr A er MR 


PETER PIx DAR, E Ng. 119 


1 


I m— 
Y a . 


6 


Vou are theſe Bab ERS, Gentlemen, indeed! 


There ſeems an ardent ſpirit, to my mind, 

A Revolution ſpirit, mongſt mankind : 

A ſpark will now ſet kingdoms in a blaze, 

That would not fire a barn in former days ; 

80 lately turn'd to touchwood is each State 
So whimſical indeed the ways of FATE ! 


Pray, Sirs, both old and young, ye bright and muddy, 
Did ever you make cuckoldom your N 

P'rhaps not, if rightly I divine 
But, Gentlemen, I've made it a 2s 8 


This ſtate of man, and let me add obſcenity, | 
Is not a ſituation of beteweentty, | 
As ſome word-coiners are diſpos'd to callt— 
Meaning a mawkiſh, as-it-were-ifh ſtate, 
Containing neither love nor hate 
A ſort of water-gruel without ſalt. 


Know then, that CucxoLpom's all eye, all ear, 
All ſmell, all taſte, and, faith! all feeling 
His ſenſes ſharp as thoſe of cats appear, 
To right, to left—as quick as ſoldiers wheeling, . 
"fo catch a wife's bad fame, alas! not praiſe ; 
Thus ſetting traps to ſqueeze his future days ; 


Watering with one eternal tear the eye, 


An! e love'y Lies one lengthen'd figh : 1 
A pair 


720 Thr WORKS OF 
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A pair of antlers his—he fits on thorng—— | 


He W ſees but horns, horns, horns ! 


| Nay, to the Cuckold i in idea, lo, 
On either ſide his head a horn appears 
Tremendous! but which all his neighbours know | 
Are only one huge pair of aſs's ears. 
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Then pray diſmiſs your jealouſies and frights; 
Our Mh means not to invade your rights: 
Tt never, never was a Royal plan — 
&« For BRUTUS is an hottourable man!“ 

Greater from CHAMBERS ſhould be all your fears, 
Whoſe Hovuss is tumbling faſt about your ears. 
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THE King (God grace him) withes you to eine 
He rais'd the building with your caſh and mine. 
But what is wealth? what thouſands? trifling things! 
To ſwell the mighty volume of its fame, 

He calPd it RoyaL—thus he gave the name; 
Which proveth the munificence of Kings 
Heav'ns, what a preſent ! ah, well worth poſſeſſing ! 

Lo! on a level with a Biſhop's bleſſing ! 
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Dourriax (fo ſays HIST'RV, with a ſigh) 
Would quit affairs of ſtate, to hunt a fly; 
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But we have no ſuch trifle-hunting Kings! 


| Europe knows no ſuch miſerable things ! 
Her Princes gallop on a larger ſcale ; 
No flippant minnow, but the flound'ring whale ! 


 GrorGE wiſhes not to give the dome a grave 
Not to deſtroy he cometh—but to ſave: 


Not like Dams Nature, who compoſes forms 
The faireſt for the faſcinated eye; 
Then ſends her lightnings, floods, and ſtorms, 
To bid the beauteous flowrets die! 


When once a woman's handſome, ſmart, and clever, 
In God's name let her bloom for ever ! 

Ah! could I ſnatch Time's ploughſhare from his hand, 

Who, with that eaſe a farmer ſkirts his land, 
Furrows ſo cruelly o'er the faireſt face ! 

Relentleſs as a Mohawk, on he goes, 


Cuts up the lily and the roſe, 


Roots up each wavy curl, and bends the neck of 
. 3 


Ah! could 1 ſimply do but this, 
The ſweeteſt lips would give me many a 1 kiſs, 


By raiſing, then deſtroying like a Turk, 
It ſeems as though Tims did not like his work; 
As though he wanted ſomething Better ſtill, 


Than e'er was manufactur'd at his mill. 
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And yet how exquiſite, of charms the crop 


In Meſdames * JoHnsoN's, KELLY'S, * WixDsoR's 


ſhop, | | 
Or rather hot-houſe ! Lord, if fond of billing, 
What grace, for guineas, we may find! | 
Nay, in the ſtreets, if cheapneſs ſuits our mind, 


We purchaſe Cleopatras for a ſhilling ! 


O BEAUrTx, how thou ſtealeſt me away [ 
Born, thou ſweet W1Tcn, thy Porr to beguile! 


Thy fool, idolater, by night, by day, 


He feels a chain in ev'ry ſmile. 


Thou Tyrant of my heart, let go my pen 


I muſt, ill ſpeak to Academic men. 


Sirs! ſhould the Royar EAGLE, from his height, 
Dart on your puny forms his eye of flame, 

And wanton, juſt to exerciſe his might, 
(Deeming you no ignoble game) 


Should pounce on your owl-backs, fo ſtout, | 
How would a cloud of feathers fly about ! 


The thunder of his beak, for falling, ripe 
What figures you would cut within his gripe ! 
This can the KING oF ISLES perform] know it 
Yet, though of pow r ſo full, he will not ſhow it. 
To ſoon your band its weakneſs would deplore ! 

A crab in a cow's mouth—no more ! 


* The Pricſteſſes of the Cyprian Goddeſs, 


| Say, 


's 
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Say, 408 t you tremble at th' affronted name ? 
Where lurks the burning bluſh of ſhame ? 

Alas! that ſymptom of remaining grace 

Knows not to tinge an Academic face! 

Sons of the Dev'l like you, rebellious, hear 


It is for Kings to burden—us to bear. 


I own I've ſaid (and glory in th” advice), 


« Be not, O King, as uſual, over-nices 
Dread Sire, (to take a phraſe from CALIBAN) 


&© Bite em 


| « To pour a heavier vengeance on the clan, 


06 Knight em.“ 


ODE IX. 


THE modern F deem Monarchy much bg fire 
| Which a good looking-after doth require 


Too much inclin'd to prove an evil; 
A fire that needeth to be well ſecur'd, 
Well iron'd, pinion'd, and immur'd, 
Which otherwiſe would play the devil: 
Yet if on politics a bard may prate, 
I deem their Monarch' 8 at rather trait. 
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To fling your flounders at your Monxazcu's woods 
| M 2 ; Though: 
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Though, = deſcended from the flood, 
Twas baſe, ye ſweet Divinitits of Mud. 
To this great truth, a Univesse agrees, 
« He who lies down with dogs, will r iſe with fleas,” 
How applicable! lo, you took advice, 
I m ſure, from that Axcu-Devir, Doctor Prics, 
And STANHoPE—who fo praiſe the French and clap, 
For catching Kings, like polecats, in a trap. 


O may I never be—but were I King, 
Like ropes ſhould I conſider laws 
Preventing, when I wiſh'd it, a good ſpring— 
pa to bind my lion claws. 
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| A ſet of articles implies miſtruſt 

j | | How can the Lon p's ANoINTED be unjuſt? 

| 0 1 We never ſhould believe ſuch things | 

1.9 As doubt the wiſdom of the Kine or KINGS: 

' 5 3 What the Loxp chooſes muft be good, 

— 1 Although he ſent us but a piece of wood. 

Ev'n * CHESTERFIELD, that Atheiſtic Dog, 

4 i Declares he has a rev'rence for KIS Loo. 

j i | I 4 When will that lucky day be born, that brings 

| 0 * A bridle . CN of Kings? — 


1 | | 
1 | . 1 confeſs I have. ſome 5 for KI ne Los.” 
11 „„ Bs Vids his Letters, 
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% Too flowly moves, alas! the loit'ring hour. 
When will thoſe tyrants ceaſe to fancy Man 

„A Dog in Provipence's lev'ling plan, 
To crouch and lick the blood-ſtain'd rods f 
| Such is your moſt unkingly ery— * o 
And lo, I tell it with a ſigh! 
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| Rank is in man the itch of oppoſition, 

Which wanteth a good whip for a phyfician. 

Lou keep bad company that turns your head 
| So hungrily you. ev'ry thing devour, | 

That tends to clip the wings of royal pow'r, 

Which like the eagle's pinion ought to ſpread; 

o greedily ſuck in RevELL10N's breath, 

| That wafts the ſeeds of ImPpUDENCE' and Dzara. 


Thus, hound-Iike, at a Lord-Mayor's feaſt, 
A CoMMon-CoUNCILMAN,. a beaſt, 
On ev'ry ſeaſon'd diſh ſo hungry ſtuffs 
Unbuttons, wipes the ſweat away, and puffs. 
Poor fool! he ſwallows rheumatiſm and gout, 
Aſthma and apoplexy—and more ills | 
Than Doctors, with their knowledges ſo ſtout, 
Can yanguiſh, with A 3 and —_ * : 


„ Cont | is no . at 1 
Tis an indubitable fact, 
This fellow is the creature of a King 
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His eagle—thunder-bearer—loud his cry— 
And “ Inſtant vengeance” is his ſole reply. 


*Tis dangerous to ſhake hands with ſuch hard cvs, 
His gripe enough to make the braveſt pauſe ! 


Then be not at your midnight orgies ſeen, 


Buzzing opinions upon King and Queen. 
Ah! ſhould he fally forth ſo trong, 
Amidſt your wantonneſs of ſpeech and ſong ; 
Unlin'd by merey, you will feel his gripe, 1 
Stopping the melody of many a pipe. 


'Thus at the [ok WIS ſtill, and ſunleſs hour, 
When to their ſports the inſect nations pour: 


In airy tumult bleſt, the light-wing'd throng, 


Thougghtleſs of enemies in ambuſcade, 


Hums to N1cur's liſt'ning ear the choral ſong, 


And wantons through the boundleſs field of ſhade 3 


When, lo! the mouſe-fac'd Dzmon of the gloom, | 


Eſpying, hungry meditates their doom! 


Bounce, from his hole ſo ſeeret burſts the Bar, 
To honour, mercy, moderation, loſt ! 


Hehold him ſally on the humming hoſt, 


And murd”rous overturn the tribes of Gwnar : 5 


Nimbly from right to left, like Tippoo, wheel, 


And ſnap ten thouſand pris*ners at a meal! 
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HOW Xa ot tis the Courtier clan to ſee ! 


So prompt to drop to Majeſty the knee; ; 
To ftart, to run, to leap, to fly; ; 
And gambol in the Royal eye! | 
And, if expectant of ſome high employ, 


How kicks the heart againſt the ribs, for joy! 


How rich the incenſe to the Royal noſe ! 

How liquidly the oil of FLATT'R V flows! 

But ſhould the Monarch turn from ſweet to ſour, 
Which cometh oft to paſs in half an hour, 

How alter'd inſtantly the Courtier clan ! 

How faint ! how pale! how woe-begone, and wan k 


Thus Convpox, betroth'd to DELIA's cl ; 


In fancy holds her ever in his arms : 


In mad'ning fancy, cheeks, eyes, lips devours ; 


Plays with the ringlets that all flaxen flow 


In rich luxuriance o'er a breaſt of ſnow, 


And on that breaſt the ſoul of rapture pours, 


Nrehr too entrances—SLUMBER brings the dream 
Gives to his lips his Ipor's ſweeteſt kiſs; | 
Bids the wild heart, high panting, ſwell its ſtream, 
And deluge every nerve with bliſs : 
But if his Nxurn unfortunately fiowns, 
Sad, chapfall'n, 10 ! he hangs himſelf, or drowns ! 
RE | | | Oh, 
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Oh, try with bliſs his moments to beguile : 
Strive not to make your Sov'reign frown—but ſmile ; 
Sublime are Royal nods—moft precious things = | 


Then, to be whiftled to 5 Kings! 5 


To have him lean familiar on 1 ſhoulder, 
Becoming thus the Royal arm-upholder, 
A heart of very ſtone muſt glad! 15 

; Oh! would ſome King ſo far himſelf demean, 

— As on my ſhoulder but for once to lean, 
Th” exceſs of joy would nearly make me mad ! 

How on the honour'd garment I ſhould dote— 

And think a 1 blaz'd around the coat! 
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Bleſt, I ſhould make this coat my coat of arms, 
-In fancy glitt'ring with a thouſand charms ; 
And ſhow my children's children o'er and o'er : 
« Here, Babies,” I ſhould ſay, © with awe behold. 
4 This coat—worth fifty times its weight. in gold: 
« This very, very coat, your grandſire wore ! 
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« Here,” pointing to the ſhoulder--I ſhould ſay, 
Here Majeſty's own hand ſo ſacred lay Cutter; 
Then p'rhaps repeat ſome ſpeech the King might 

As“ Peter, how go ſheep a ſcore? what? what ? 
« What's cheapeſt meat to make a bullock fat? 
« He? He? what, what's the price of country 
e butter? ” | 


Then 
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Then ſhould I, ſtrutting, give myſelf an air, 
And deem my houſe adorn'd with immortality : 
Thus ſhould I make the children, calf-like, Rare, 
And fancy grandfather a man of quality : 
And yet, not ſtopping here, with cheerful note, 
The Muſe ſhould fing an ode upon the coat. 


Poor Toſt America, high honours miſſing, 
Knows nought of ſmile and nod, and ſweet hand- 
Knows nought of golden promiſes of Kings; ¶ kiſſing ꝝ 
Knows nought of coronets, and ſtars, and ſtrings: 
In ſolitude the lovely RxBEL fighs . 
But vainly drops the penitential tear 
Deaf as the adder to the Woman's cries, 
We ſuffer not her wail to wound our ears _ 
For food, we bid her hopeleſs children prowl,, + 
And with the ſavage of the deſert howl. 
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„% MAN may be happy, if he will:“ 

| T've ſaid it often, and I think ſo ſtill: 
Doctrine to make the uxILLIO ſtare! 
Know then, each MORTAL is an actual Jovz; 
Can brew what weather he ſhall moſt approve, 


Or wind, or calm, or foul, or fair. ops 
5 Vös. But 
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But here's the miſchief— Man's an aſs, I ſay; 
Too fond of thunder, lightning, ſtorm, and rain 
He hides the charming, cheerful ray 
That ſpreads a ſmile o'er hill and plain! 
Dark, he muſt court the ſcull, and ſpade, and ſhroud— 
The miſtreſs of his ſoul muſt be a CLoup! | 
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Who told him that he muſt be curs'd on earth ?— 
The Gop of NaruxB No ſuch thing! 
Hzav'x whiſper'd him, the moment of his birth, 
« Don't ery, my lad, but dance and ſing; 
« Don't be too wiſe, and be an ape: 
0 In colours let thy * be dreſs'd, not crape. 
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768 R ſhall Cook LIFE's en and adorn; 
6 Vet, mind me—if, through want of grace, 
Thou mean'ft to fling the bleſſing in my face, 

« Thou haſt full leave to tread upon a thorn.” 


Yet ſome there are, of men I think the worſt, 
Poor imps! unhappy, if they can't be curs'd 
For ever brooding over Mis'ry*s eggs, 
As though Life's pleaſure were a deadly fin ; 

Mouſing for ever for a gin | 
To catch their happineſſes by the legs. 


FI 
ARE OED. oa 


. 4 g 8 A . * 

* [EI * i Ih N * — a —— 6a py rr - by 

: 7 . - — 
1 PFE * * e 

. —— —  —— — —— — — a 
. Wr a 
3 een * 4 " „ be as 1 as r 1r®/euSiy2c% 
en EE ol 7 LEH _— . CC EI EIS Woe > => — 
. : ” , 2; 


* . A a Rr x of 
RE WSN Loa; APY N 
* 


7 
: 
4 : 
1 n 
1 } Z 
F + 
4 8 
1 £ 
N - 
b I g 
\ 
, 1 5 5 
4 
F 
> 1 
r 
+, 4 . - 
4 7575 „ 
3 OS 
N 1 BY 
$7.5 "8 
| 1 
— * L 
28; : 
{ 7 
3" I L 
n 
1 43 
3 9 bs 
if 3 * 
*;, FEW of 
4 - £ 
1. is 
b f 
R 7 1 
'. 8 . 
* G 3 
1 
2 =. . 
5 4 74 
: - 1474 
* 1 
+ BF 
* 1 F 
U 20 zF% 
lis 7's 
£4 4 
EE 4 
| F 
TH * ry 
1 ; (23 
7 My 
hs, T5 
MW 23% SIZE 
nn 
o iy 4" - 2 
2 - 
1 MES 44 
N 
1 ; 
1 
1 
11 
; 1 5 
1 
* if 
1 
3 1 C0 
? 6 3.55 
BB. 
= * 
x i rs 
98 . 
z 
2 
4 
4# 
LE” 
55 
2 
I 417 
i N 
41 
4 1 
7 
5 
4 
4 
1 
i 
180 


—— 
A 
— ng TT yo ne 


. 
— ory 
* 


8 ee Rn 
r * 84 8 n R 
n * 2 2 2 
. . - Fer; 7 
- — es — : 9 ns 
of P dts * 


2 


Pn dan — 
Nn re + 


————— — 
ARE ety > — — ID 


Ev'n at a dinner, ſome will be unbleſs'd, 
However good the viands, and well dreſs'd: 
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Who made all nations tremble at his nod; 
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They always come to table with a ſcowl, 


= Squint with a face of verjuice o'er each diſh, 


Fault the poor fleſh, and quarrel with the fiſh, 


Curſe cook and wife, and, loathing, eat and growl. 


A cart- load, 1o, their ſtomachs ſteal, 
Yet ſwear they cannot make a meal. 


Ile not the blue-devil-hunting crew! 


I hate to drop the diſcontented jaw ! 


; O let me NATuRE s ſimple ſmile purſue, 


And pick ev'n pleaſure from a ſtraw ! 
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| TREAT Sov' REIGNS ,Sirs, with more reſpect, I beg: 


To Thrones, with due decorum, make a leg ; : 


Ev'n hoſe are ſacred, though but empty chairs: 


There lurks in Thrones a ſomething, though but wood, 
| That thrills with awe the vulgar maſs of blood, 


And fills the mouth and eye with gapes and ſtares: 


Wiſhing by no means to affront, 
I wonder what's the meaning on't ! 


Loris Quartonze was quite the Frenchman's God 
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Married Ct s old widow, dry and frouſy ; , 
Got deep in debt, the conſtable out-ran ; 
And, to complete the farce, this Gop-LIKER Man 
Died loufy* ! 


The Crown, ſo powerful, made him every thing! 
There's ſomewhat marv'lous in it, I muſt own! 
Lo! folly is not folly on a Throne! 

For Whiting” s eyes are di'monds in a King! 


I 3 not ſay that no 7 8 ſprings 
Againſt this mighty magic pow'r of Kings: 
Not all a Moxnarcn's ſmiles, and pow'rs of Prack, 

Can wipe vulgarity from BRUpENELI's face; 

Nor, though a whole eternity they try, 

Blot art, infernal art, from H—xs2—v's eye ; 
Blot beaſt from S-LIss— v, who no legend needs, 
Pertneſs from D—x, and vacancy from L—Ds. 


0 D E XIII. 
LO! Majeſty admireth yon fair + Dou; 
And deemeth that he is admir'd again! 
The King is wedded to it—tis his home 
He watches it—and loves it, e'en to pain: 
* Fe actually had the Morbus Pediculoſus. 
+ The Royal Academy. 
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And yet this lofty Dome is heard to ſay, | 
«+ Poh! poh! p-x take your love—away ! away l“ 


To this, with energy I anſwer “ Shame!” 
Such bad behaviour puts me in a flame; 


This is unſeemly, nay, ungrateful carriage, 
And brings to mind a little Ode to MARRIAGE, 


ODE TO HYMEN: 
or, THE HECTIC. 


GOD of ten million charming things, 


Of whom our M1LTon fo divinely fings, 


Once dove-tail'd to a devil of a wife 


xxx, how comes it that I am ſo lighted ? 


Why with thy myſt'ries am I not delighted, 
Which I bye try'd to peep on half my life ? 


God of the 1 chains, diſpel the miſt 
O put me ſpeedily upon thy liſt! 


A civil liſt, like that of Kings, I'm told, 


Bringing in ſwelling bags of glorious gold! 


What have I-done to loſe thy good opinion? 


Againſt thee was I ever known to rail ; 


And ſay, (abuſing thus thy ſweet dominion): 


wy Curſe n me! if this Boy s trap ſhall catch my tail * 
ver. 1II. N No 
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No! no !—I praiſe thy knot with bellowing breath, 
Which, like J Ack KETOU's, ſeldom ſlips till death. 


Lo! 'midſt the hollow-ſounding vault of Night, 


Deep coughing by the taper's lonely light, 
The hopeleſs HEecT1c rolls his eye-balls, ſighing: 


Sleep on,” he cries, and drops the tend'reſt tear; 


Then kiſſes his wife's cherub cheek ſo dear: 


_* Bleſt be thy ſlumbers, Love! though I am dying: 
Ah! whilſt hon ſleepeſt with the ſweeteſt breath, 
E pump, for life, the putrid well of death! 
feel of Eate's hard hand th' oppreſſive pow T3 
count the iron tongue of ev'ry hour, 
That ſeems in Fancy's ſtartled ear to ſay 
Soon muſt thou wander from thy wife away. 


4e Dread Cn too ſolemn for the foul to bear, 
Murm'ring deep melancholy on my ear : 

And ſullen—ling'ring, as if loth to part, 

And eaſe the terrors of my fainting heart. 

Yet, though 7 pant for life, ſleep thou, my dove, 
For well thy conſtancy deſerves my love.” 


Aud, lo! all young and beauteous, by his ſide, 
His ſoft, freſh-blooming, incenſe- breathing BRIDE, 
Whoſe cheek the dream of rapt'rous kiſſes warms, 
Anticipates her SPOUSE'S wiſh ſo good; 
Feels Love's wild ardours tingling through her blood, 
And pants amidſt a ſecond huſband's arms; 
a Now 
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Nox opes her eyes, and, turning round her head, 


„Wonders the filthy fellow is not dead!“ | 


ODE XIV. 


YOU quarrelld with SIR Joshua ſome time ſince; 


Of Painters, eaſily allow'd the Prince 
The Emp'ror, let me ſay, without a flattery ; 
Yet wantonly againſt this Emp'ror, lo! 
An overflowing tub of bile to ſhow, | 
You fooliſh n an infernal battery. | 


Tc min: of mn b wt hr} - 
His thoughts ſo buſy ever—all alive! 
But here the /imile will go no further; 
For bees are making honey, one and all ; 
Man's thoughts are buſy in producing gall, 
Committing, as it were, felizmurther. 


But let the fpirit that ſurrounds my frame 
Sit eaſy on it, juſt like an old ſhoe—— 
When DisAPPOINTMENT ſets my houſe in flame, 
Let REAs0N all ſhe can to quench it do: 
Rxasov has engines plentiful and ſtout, 
With water at command to put it out. 


I wa to hear men quarrelling through life, 
Themſelv es the fabricators of the ſtrife; 
N 2 - For 
P 
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SIR ä 
For ever hunting, with a hound: like noſe, 

That hornet's neſt, the tribes of woes: 

And when the woes invited greet' em, DL 
They wonder how the dev'l they meet 'em. 


I ODE xv. 


AH! could you v with your * r to change 2 
Ah! could you, Pao Axs, after falſe Gods range? 
Swop /olid REYNOLDS for that badow WEST? 
In love-affairs variety's no fin— 
Trav'lers may change at any time their inn 
Here *tis Paint-blaſphemy, I do proteſt. 


In Lovx's warm regions I ſhould like, T own, 
*Midft diff rent climes to fix my throne: 
Davip's Phyſicians order'd change of Dame 
And, lo! t' improve our cows, we bid 'em paſs 
Into variety of graſs 
With bulls, I gueſs, th* ne n is the ſame, 
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* The Av Tnon has ſome reaſon to imagine that a part of 
the Academic Rebellion was meant to attack the PRESI ENT; 
the diſappearance of whoſe works, in the preſent EX IB ITIoR 
[1:91], has been fatal.-One Picture from Sin Josnv A's hand 
would have atoned for a hoſt of Daubs. | 


1 Abiſhag, the fair Shunamite. 
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And as IMoxstEuR Curio employ, 
To manufacture pieces of my joy, 

I would not mad run counter to the faſhion : 
A little SILVIA, with the ſweeteſt ſmile, | 
Poſſeſſes power ſome moments to beguile, 

And i in Elyſium lap the prettieſt paſſton. 


Bu not toujours perdrix—the vulgar thing ! 

Then PLEASURE ſoon would ſpread her wanton wing: 
No! no! Variety the game muſt ſtart 
Come oft, and make her curt'ſy to my heart; 
And, like the Orange Girls, my taſte to ſuit, _ 


Cry,* Choice of fruit fine fruit, Sir choice of fruit,” 


Dull ConSTANCY is quite a Quaker's hat, 

80 formal !—changeleſs in its great broad brim 
VARIETY'S a fine young playful Car— 

A hopeful i imp of ſpirit, ſport, and whim 5 
Who, when all other objects fail, 

Runs after its own tail. 


OO DF XL. 

DEAD is idolatry, and faint the praiſe _ 
That Sceptred People meet with now-a-days ! 
All unmoleſted, lo! the Vin ruxs ſleep ! 
Their roof with fair applauſe but rarely rings 

Sweet PANEGYRIC moves with fnail- like creep, 
And DEFAMATION on the lightning's wings! | 
| | | N 3 | Toes 
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Too pleas'd to "ulnck the ſoaring plume of Pow R, 
You bleſs an Oppoſition hour; 

Too fond, alas! of roaſting harmleſs Kings; 
Too well I know what freedoms you would take | 
Beat the dear creatures juſt like Bears at ſtake; 

Juſt like a Poor tame GULL's, would clip his wings ! 


Poor bird ! whom FATE oft cruelly aſſails; 
Forc'd from his bold atrial height, 

| Sweeping the Sun amidſt his flight, 

To hop a garden, and hunt ſnails ! 
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Such is the fate of Lovis Se1ze, 
Whom Pir v, with a ſigh, ſurveys; 
Whom FRENCHMEN daringly have laid a curb on; 
Who now no more full royally indites, 
No more Sic vols”? to his kingdom writes, 
But,“ I'm your humble Servant, Lovis Boun go. 
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Tattrer-dovenchet,. now no longer known, 

Shall lull no more an ExeiRE's idle groan : 
Baftilles, thoſe ſchools of peace and ſweet morality, 
Inſtruct no more the mob, and men of quality: 


Baſlilles, the haunt of philoſophic gloom, 
Surround the Imes of Liberty no more: 

In duſt each iron and coloffal door, 
Which clos'd in thunder on a Rebel's room; 


That pealing, with reverberated ſound, 
Rung through the caverns of the dread PRoFounD; 
| Where 
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Where MITA TIox ponder'd, penſive Maid! 
And HokRoR, death-like, paus'd upon the ſhade. 


Oh, let us cheriſh, then, the Rovar Racer, 


The fount of honour, freedom, penſion, place ! ; 
On me would Ks their treaſure fling away, 
Moſt humbly grateful would I fay, 


% Thus LiBya's Foreſts a kind ſhade ſupply, 


And for the meaneſt Savage form a den; 


&« And thus the Mountains that invade the ſky, 


Kind, in their ſhaggy boſoms warm the. WREX.““ 


* 


# 


ODE. zur 


AMID the deep'ning gloom of Time 


Your puny names ſhall ſcarce appear; | 
While thoſe of Kings, in characters ſublime, 
Shall, blazing, bid a world revere: : 


Their peerleſs acts, with ev'ry virtuous quality, 
Shall grace the PYRAMID of IMMORFALITY. 


There ſhall their glorious names be ſeen ſo bright, 


As on a Birth or Coronation night, 


Amidſt the evening's honour'd ſhade, 
Faſt by the grocer's, or the cliandler's ſhop, 
Or lace, or pinman, or the man of mop, 

By loyal thumb-bottles diſplay'd ! 
> Rant That, 
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That, burning with a rival glow, 
Beam on the gaping multitude below. 


Know, when we ſlumber, not ſo ſleeps the Ring— 
He watches !—yes, he ponders through the . 
To buried Genius lends a fancied wing, 
And lifts him from his darkneſs into light: 


Thus, nightly on the * Meyacrzzy ſhore, 
When Horror breathes upon the heaving DEP, 
Amid the wild and ſolemn roar, | 
Theſe eyes have ſeen the crafty Hrrox' creep; 

Now dart his beak ſo ſharp for fiſh's blood, 
And ſnatch a wriggling Conger from the flood! 


>= 


Here differeth this compariſon of ours | 
The Kine preſerveth—but the Fowr d:vours.. 


ODE XVII. 


O, Sirs, with halters round your wretched necks, 

Which ſome contrition for your crime beſpeaks, 
And much-offended Majeſty implore ; 

Say, piteous, kneeling in the Royal view 

& Have pity on a fad abandon'd crew, | 
„And we, great King, will fin no more: 


* A Fiſhing-town, in Cornwall. 


« Forgive, 
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3g 40 Forgive, Are Sir, the crying ſin, 
« And Mifter LAURENCE ſhall come in.” 


. Your hemp cravats, your pray'r, your Tyburn mien, 
May pardon gain from our good King and Queens 

For they are not inexorable people; 

Although you thus have run their patience hard 

And though you are, to ſuch great folk compar'd,. 
Candle-extinguiſhers to. ſome high ſteeple. 

For Kings (I ſpeak it to their vaſt applauſe} 

Can pardon, if you let them gain their cauſe ; ' 

So gracious, they will give you ſuch kind looks, 

As fell upon the ſhav'd and humbled Cooks; 

Kind as a Gard'ner's charitable eye 

On ſome cruſh'd ſnail, or bird-lim'd fly z _ 

Kind as the Epicure's, who, fond of mites, 

Mingleth compaſſion with his bites. 

How vile to make the front of Monarchs Wer * 

I ſee him, all like vinegar ſo ſour, 

Look black !—but, fill good-humour's in | his ſoul z 
And now 1 mark it, ſtealing forth ſo ſweet—— 
dtream of forgiveneſs, what a Treat ! 

I ſee his eye, with love re-kindling, roll. 


Thus, when the DzMovn of the ſtorm has driv'n 


The Sun, that vou of N from his heav'n, 
Drown'd 
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Drown'd every vale, and blaſted ev'ry bloom; 
Cait o'er poor NaTuRE's ſmile a fable ſhroud, 
Each beauty blotted with his inkieſt cloud, 

And giv'n a cheerful world to gloom ; 


Lo! through the giant ſhade, a lonely Ray 
Peeps from the op'ning Welt with timid air, 

(Tin forc'd by ſhouldering clouds away,) 

Informing man, © To-morrow will be fair.” 


Oh, had you rev'renc'd a great K—g's commands, 
What trouble he had taken off your hands! 

For AzT you had not rang'd the realm around! 
His keener eye the precious gem had found ! 

Then, what an honour to have ſeen appointed, 
Your very NIGUTMAN, by the LonD's ANOLNTED/) 


ODE XxX. 
A LITTLE more, and I have done 
"The Muſes” tittle-tattle muſt go on. 


I he world is very fond of calling Fool 1˙* 
It looks with rapture on a ſimple head, 
Of puerilities the rich hot- bed, 
So pleaſing to the taſte of RiDIculE: 
| Rare crops ! that, thick'ning into life, 
Start, like aſparagus, to tempt the knife. 


And, 
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And, ſhould the Head belong to ſome great Duke, 
HawKk-SATIRE eyes it with the keenelt look: 
Still, ſhould the OWNER hap to be a Kino, 
Sharp for her quarry, how ſhe prunes her wing 1 
Such is the proneneſs to aſſail great ſolł, 8 
And make high birth and ſtate a ſtanding joke. 


Oh, for an ointment to deſtroy the ſcab - | 
Call d Exv , which, alas! too many know! + 
The heart ſhould be a Medlar, not a Crab; 
Milk, and not verjuice, from its fount ſhould flow : 
But GREATNESS, ſun-like, from the muddy ftream, 
Draws the foul vapour that obſcures its beam! . 


Faded the PEoPLE are a lawleſs . 
| Why ſtrive I then, Quixotic, to reform ? 
As ſoon a feather may the waves ſubdue, 
And ſpiders bind the pinions of the ſtorm. 


Yet, 'tis not ſtrange, that Kings ſhould loſe repute, 
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Conſid'ring Man's ſo great a Brute. | 
Lyn SAINTS themſelves have loſt their reputation: 4 
Rows formerly had thirty thouſand Gods; " 


And now, I warrant ye, tis odds, 
They own ſcarce one through all the Romiſh Nation, 
Alas! who now believes in ſticks and ſtones, 
Old rags, and hair, and marrow-bones ? 


Saur AxkEs, that ſweet Lady, wth of Sin, 


W as 5 ſtripp d, poor Gentlewoman, to her ſkin ; . 
And, 
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And, for Religion, carried to the ſtews; 
When, as the Lady was ſo bare, 
God gave her ſuch a quantity of hair, 

As reach'd unto her very ſhoes, 


When to the Bawdy-houſe arriv'd the Damt, 
An angel from above commiſſion'd came, 

And ſpread around her ſuch a heav'nly light, 
As dazzled every body's light. 


However, a young OFFICER *, a Buck, 
- Wiſhing prodigiouſly to have a look, 
Duaſh'd forth, to pierce the middle of the Light 
Meaning to violate the Dams ſo good ; 
Which meaning, when the DxviL underſtood, 
He choak'd the wanton RoGue out-right. 


Such is the tale! true ev'ry crumb; 
Now, no more heeded than Tow n 


| 


TO MK PLTT. 
DEAR as a di'mond to the beſt of Queens, 


Dear as to Cormorants, of fiſh a ſhoal ; 
Dear to a German Hog, as beds of beans ; 
Dear as a ſixpence ſav'd, to Mis'R x's ſoul; 


* The ſon of a Præfect. 
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Dear as the Doctor's Bill to this good Nation, 
Which Parliament, with tears of joy, ſurvey' d; 


Which brought about a much- deſir d ſalvation, 


For which the Doctors have been poorly paid: 


Dear as the ROYAL Mxss AE to the NATION, 


By which more money humbly is implor'd— . 
«© More money for the Cu1Lpren's education 
« Hard times! more money for the Cn11.DreN's 
board 155 i Ip 


Dear as to valiant GLosTER ſword and gun; 
Dear as a dock-leaf to a hungry aſs ; | 

Dear to the fam'd GEORGE SELWYN, as a pun g 
Dear as to legs of mutton, caper ſauce; _ 


Dear as the voice of flatt'ry to the Pxoup; 
Dear as to Hackney-coachmen ſigns of rain, 

Who count their ſhillings-in a coming cloud, 

And, pious, pray for Noah's flood again; 


So dear to Monarchs is that idol Pow! 
So dear is prompt obedience to a King! 


Far, of reſiſtance be the trying hour | 


God bleſs us! what a melancholy thing ! 


* What a niggardly ſet of Repreſentatives we ſend to Par- 


liament ! To ſuffer his Majeſty ſo frequently to be begging far 
A Vittle money, is ſhameful in the extreme.—In God's name, let 
him have the Texxzasvuxy at once, Had he been worth ten 


or eleven millions, an economy would have been pardonable, 


vo. 111. 0 . + Yea 


Let oktionFranght to Royal wiſhes, | 


So then, thoſe fellows have nor learnt to crawl, 


Thus, when that pretty calms] an 
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Quite counter to a gracious King's commands, 


Behold! th AcapemIcians, thoſe ſtrange fiſhes, 


For WaEATLEY lifted their unhallow'd hands. 


To play the ſpaniel, lick the foot, and fawn— 
Oh, be their bones by Tigers broken all ! 
Pleas'd, by wild horſes could I ſee them drawn,— 


O pirr! with thee I'm ſorry, very Torry ! 


Not make a poor AsS0CIATE !—ſuch a thing ! 


Who try'd to tarniſh thus the Royal Glory ? 


What Rebel ballgies againſt his e 


Then, Sir, he is ſo bountiful a man! 
A cataract of charity, I'll ſay 

Inform me any body, if you can, 
Unmark d by liberality a day! 


Where er he walks, where'er his wild career, 


Through CRELTI'NAM, e Exox, PLY- 
MOUTH, lo, 


With joy his ſtaring ſubjects all, ſo dear, 
See from each 125 a ſtream of 6d flow. 


J -- 


At night, on pavement gallops like the windy 
Fire kindling at his heels, behold him paſs! 
| How bright the ſparkles that hop out behind! 
The Rival Candidate of Mr. Lavzzncz. | 
| 88 „% Nurs'd 
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Nurs'd on the dunghill of the ſmiles of Kings, 
What muſhrooms daily, to ſurpriſe us, ſtart ! 

So nimbly the fair Vegetable ſprings ! 

Such warmth prolike can a ſmile impart ! 


Such is of Royalty the envied pow'r !—— 
Then periſh ev'ry Academic Plant! 

Oh, may they feel nor ſun, nor foſt'ring ſhow'r ! 
Blow round them, O ye cold, cold winds of Want! 


What Nabob ſtructures riſe, with wings outſpread, 
Whoſe Owners? necks well merit to be lopp's? 
With what ſublimity they lift the head, 
"y Den and Rvin's ATL As- ſhoulders s Propp 'd! 


But fach thy Maſter's purity of ſoul, 

His eyes upon the ſword of Juſtice feaſt : 

« Curſe on the Pearl (he cries) by RAIxE ſtole; 
« Curſe on the di'monds of the bleeding Eaſt 


« Curſe on the Villains that whole realms deſpoil! 
&©& Curſe on the cruel hand (we hear him cry) 
„ That ſteals the fruit of LABOVUR's honeſt toil, 
« And draws the tear of blood from PI x' eye! 


O Pier! what puniſhment ſhall we contrive, 
To ſuit this ſaucy, ſelf- important Crew? 

How ſhall we ſmoke this Academic Hive, 

I bat ſtinging makes us look ſo very blue ?. 


— o 2 Oh, 
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1 Oh, bid our Monarch draw his paloiriogs tight ; : 
Contract his open heart, of giant ſtature ; | 
Uſe ev'ry ſpecies of little ſpite, 

And violate for once his noble nature. 


Oh, bid our Soy'reign take it not to heart; h 
For downright Brutes are Bx1ToNs, nine in ten: 

At curbs and whips behold us Aſſes ſtart, | 
And inſolently claim the Rien or Mzx! 


And yet, I moderation wiſh to Kings 
Les, yes, they ſhould be merciful, though firong. 
As ScePTRES have been found in France with wings, 


One would not ow" an EMPIRE for a Songs 


ODES 
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To 


"M P44 I 
Arno OF 17 8 
« RIGHTS OF MAN ;" 
on THE INTENDED CELEBRATION oy | 
THE DOWNFALL OF THE FRENCH EMPIRE, 
BY A 


| SET or BRITISH DEMOCRATES, 


On the FouxTEEN TRA of Jur. 


Aude aliquid brevibus Gyarit, vel carcere dignum, 
& vis offe aliquis.— 85 JuvENATL. 


2 PAINE I thy vaſt endeavour I admire? 
How brave the hope to ſet a Realm on fire. 
AMBITION ſmiling prais'd thy giant wiſh : 

Compar'd to thee, the Max, to gain a name, 


Who to DiAxa's temple put the flame, - | 
= A ſimple Minnow to the Prixce of Fon. 
. Cn pf. LʃuvUVb 
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| gy didſt how fear that Britain was too bleſt, 


Of Peace thou moſt delicious peſt? 
How ſhameful that this pin's-head of an IsLr, 


Whilſt half the GLose's in grief, ſhould wear a ſmile ! 


How dares the WaEN amidſt his hedges fing, 
Whilſt Eagles droop the beak, and flag the wing ? 


O muſt the ſcythe of DzsoLAT1ON ſleep, 
So keen for carnage, ſtay its mighty ſweep, 
And Havock on his hunter drop his laſh; 
Spurr d, arm' d, and ripe to ſtorm with groans the FT, 
To chaſe an Empire, and enjoy the cry,. 

The cry of Millions what a glorious craſh ! 


What pity thy 0 were bad 

How DEATH had grinn'd delight, and Hell been mY 
To ſee our liberties o' erturning; 

Anil Wan, whoſe expectation tiptoe ſtood, 


Ready for hills of lain, and ſeas of blood, 


Who drops his death's-head flag, + and puts on 
mourning ! 


Why cur-like, didſt hs ſneak away, nay fly? 


Dread*ſt thou of anger d JusT1CE the ſharp eye? 
Return, and bring MxsDAMES PorssARDxs along: 
And lo, with Friendſhip” s ſqueeze and fire to meet em, 
And oaths of ey'ry hue to greet em, 
The fifterhood of Billingſgate ſhall throng. 


The jails may open all their dreary cells, 


Where nnen 3 on d- tion dwells, 
1, And 
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And vomit forth their griſly bands; 

Surrounded by this ſqualid hoſt, _ 

PAINE ſhall their leader be, and boaſt; z TChands. 
PAINE, GorDon, and REBELLION, ſhall ſhake 


IMPORTANCE, in a nut-ſhell hide thy head ! 
deem'd myſelf a dare-devil in rhime, 
To whiſper to a KING of modern time, 
And try to ſtrike a royal fo:ble dead; 
Whilſt dauntleſs thou, of treaſon mak ſt no bones, 
But ſtrik'ſt at Kings themſelves upon their thrones! 


ODE II. 


HELL bein our pray'r !—all is not t loſt— . 


Behold a choſen few, a hoſt, | 
Stand forth the CHAMP10Ns of the glorious Cauſe? 


| The jails are opening !—hark ! the iron doors! 


Chains clank !—the brazen throat of TUMULT roars ; EE. 


| And lo, the deſtin'd VieTiMs of the Laws! 
Diſgorg'd, they pour in dark'ning tribes along, 
And mingle with our DEMocrATiCc THRON Gl 


BEDLAM unlocks her melancholy cells! 
Forth ruſh the Maniacs grim, with joyful yells ; 
They tear their blankets, clap their frenzy'd hands 3 
They grind their teeth, they dance, they foam, 
they ſtare; 5 1 
They rend with burſts of Hugbter wild the air; 


And] join ) 7 knownot t why, our thick'ning bands! 
Thou 
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Thou Sun, n f hated day; 
To ÆEthiop Darxness yield thy reign; _ 
And hide in clouds, O Moon, thy ray, 
Nor peep upon our ſpectre ſcene! —— 
Though faint thy ſolitary light, 
We feel thy feeble beam too bright. 


Ah! Pzace, thy Winne now is oer! 
Thy cheek fo cheerful ſmiles no more; 
Thine eye with diſappointment glooms + 

Qur Muſic ſhall be NaTure's cry; 

Our ears ſhall feaſt on P1TY's ſig 


Los haggard Di prepares his tombs !J—— 


Fot with the faſcinating grape, we reel; 
The full proud ſpirit of Rebellion —— 
So of Sedition, daring PAIxE, 
| Whilſt ſpeech endues thy treaſon tongue, 
Bid the roof ring with d—ned ſong, 


And En zus ſhall echo back the ſtrain. 


$ONG, by Mr. PAINE. 
COME E, good fellows all—Confuſion's the toak, 


And ſucceſs to our excellent Cauſe ; —— 


As we've nothing to ſe, lo, nought can be loft ; 


So perdition to Monarchs and Laws! 5 
. FRAYES 
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FRANCE ſhows us the way—an example how great 
Then, like France, let us ſtir up a riot; 

May our names be preſerv'd by ſome da=n-le feat, 
"IM what but a  wretch would he quiet ? 


Ay we all are poor rogues, tis moſt certainly right, 
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder; 
Like the thieves who ſet fire to a dwelling by night, 
And come in for a ſhare of the plunder. 


Whoever for miſchief invents the beſt plan, 

Beſt murders, ſets fire, and knocks down, 
The thanks of our CLus ſhall be giv'n to that Many 
And Hemlock ſhall form him a crown. 


Our Empire has tow'r'd with a luſtre too long; 1 
Then blot out this wonderful Sun; | 

Let us arm then at once, and in confidence ſtrong 

Complete what dark GorDon begun. 


But grant a defeat—we are hang'd, and that's als ; 
A puniſhment light as a feather j—— 


Vet we triumph 1 in death, as we CarTiLINES fall, 
: And go to the Devil together, 


uE 
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'To WHICH 1s ADDED, 


AN ODE TO MY ASS: 


AL£80, 


THE MAGPIE AND ROBIN, 
A TALE; 


AN APOLOGY FOR KINGS; 
AND 


AN ADDRESS TO MY PAMPHLET: | 


Integer vitæ erin Purus, "A &c. Hon 


The Man of dove-like Innocence a ſample, 
So fweet! fo mild! myſelf now, for example, 
; Diſdains of Go951y wy the tittle tattle 
Hz begs no-NEews-Pa?: «to fight his battle. 
- Unmov'd, with equal eye on alf he looks; 
The Lonp's ANOINTED, and his louſy FOR 


oF deem'd rude Clamour, in my days of youth, 
The ſolemn voice of all-commanding Tzu TE ; 
Hut now, no more creating awe and wonder: : 
Old empty hogſheads, rumbling in a cart, 
That make ſome people gape, and ſtare, and ſtart, 
As well may tell — « We're the NogLx THUNDER.” 


F. Pix pA. 


W IDE gapes the — mouth of moon- 
-ey'd WoxpE Rz, 

| 1 Whilt gun, drum, trumpet, Mnadabeb, and 

= -| - d 
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With CALluuxx's dark hounds the BAR D purſue: - 
„ Bring on his marrow-bones th' Apoſtate down, 
„The Turncoat is a flatt'rer of the Crown; : 

« Burn all his verſes, burn the Author too: 


Such is the ſound of millions! ſuch the roar 
Of billows booming on the rocky ſhore ! 


© Hew chang'd his note! (they cry) now ſpinning 
rhimes | 
In compliment to Monarchs of the times, 
* Was lately felt no mercy from his rancour "i 
“The ſtar-bedizen'd ſycophants of State, 
« Blue-ribbon'd knaves have brib'd his pliant hate; 
© Behold him at St. James's ſnug at anchor.” 


Thns on my ears, ſo patient let me ſay, 8 
They pour their rough, rude peals of eee 
- _clamour; | | 
Battering, pell-mell, upon my head away, 
3 like on anvils the ſmith's ledge and hammer! 
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Howe er the world in fcora may ſhake its head, 
Nor knave nor fool through me ſhall current paſs; 
Too honeſt yet, I thank my ſtars, to ſpread 
The Muze's ſilver o'er a lump of braſs. 
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I own the voice of Cen war very proper ; 
Greatly reſembling a tobacco- ſtopper 
Conſining all the ſeeds of fire ſo ſtout, 

And quick in growth, when left to run about: 


— How, 
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But poſſibly I'm harden'd—yes, 1 far | 


Her frequent ſtrokes have form'd a callous ear. 


There was a time when PETER holt lle hard 
When CENSURE thunder” di—ſtar'd with awe pros 
| found; 


With ſighs, to deprecate her wrath, es; 


So chill'd with horror at the ſolemn ſound ! 


But harden'd, ſoon he gave his ague o'er ; 


Look'd up, and fmil'd, and thought of her no more, 


— 


Thus when an earthquake bids JAMAICA tremble; 
On Sunday all the folks to church aſſemble, 


To ſoothe Jexovan, ſo devoutly ſtudying— 
Proftrate they vow to keep his holy laws: 


Returning home, they ſmite their hungry craws, 


And ſcarce indulge them with a ſlice of pudding 
Deeming, in earthquake- time, a dainty board 


A ind abomination to the LoRD! 


N 


5 Ere Sunday comes again, their hearts recover 3 


The tempeſt of their fears blown over, : 
Fled ev'ry terror of the burning lake, 


| They think they have no bus'neſs now with church; 


So, calmly leave th Aumicnty in the lurch, 
And fin it—till he gives a ſecond ſhake. 


The Ladies too have join'd the gen'ral cry! 


What! thoſe Divinities in PETER's eye! 


" 4 mige 
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1 in petticoats Lit ill behoves em: 

What? bite the conſtant SrEN TOR of their 9 ä | 
Who robb'd the Muſes of their /avecte/t lays, - - 
To tell the world how much he loves em | | 1 


| 
| 


The Bard, who vouches for their harmleſs ſouls, 

And like another Cicno perſuades, 
The frenzy d eye of admiration rolls 
Ready to kneel and 8 'em—Oh jades! 
LADIES 44 Gn 

Know, that I ſcorn a proſtituted pen: 

No royal rotten wood my verſe veneers 
0 YEW me, for a moment yield your ears. 


Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fooks indeed, 
Though Tom may be, we muſt aka the breed. 


et . I ide with you—yes, "ig granted, | 
That through the world ſuch royal folly rules, 
As bids us think thrones advertiſe for fools ; 
Yet is a King a utenſil much wanted— — 


A ſcrew, a nail, a bolt, to keep together 

The ſhip's old leaky ſides in ſtormy weather; | 
Which ſcrew, or nail, or bolt, its work performs, | 
Though downright ignorant of ſhips and ſtorms. - 
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I knuckle DOES owe not to the Great 


%. 


A thimble-full of obligation; 5 
Nor luſcious wife have I, their lips to treat, 
To lift me to PREFERMENT's ſunny ſtation; 


Like many a Canale whom Li OVE promotes, 
Whoſe lofty front the ray of gold adorns ; 


Reſembling certain molt ingenious goats, 


That climb up precipices by their horns. 


I'm not oblig'd (believe my honeſt word) 

To kiſs—what ſhall I call *t ?—of any Lord: 

Not pepper- corn acknowledgment I owe 'em; 
Nay, like the Gop of truth, I ſcarcely know 'em. 


By me unprais'd are « Dukes and Earls: 5 
At ſuch moſt commonly my ſatire ſnarls 
My pride like theirs the high. nos'd elves, 


Who love what's equal only to themſelves. 


* 


As for Court virtues, whereſoe'er they lie, 


I leave them all to Miter Laureate Py x, 


The faſhionable Bard, whom Courts revere ; 

| Who trotteth, with a grave and goodly pace, 

Peep laden with his Sovereign, twice a year, 
Around Parnaſſus's old famous baſe: 

Not al. proving his great King alive, 

But that, like docks, the roy? al virtues thrive. 

But 
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But I'm not qualified to be a hack; 

Too proud to carry lumber on my back ; —— 
Too dainty is my Lady Muſe, I hope, 

Into a coalſhed to convert her ſhop ;_ 

Her ſhop indeed—a very handſome room, _ 
Fill d with rich fpices and Parnaſſian bloom. 


Court Poets muſt create on trifles rant 
Make ſomething out of nothing Lord, I can't! 
Bards muſt bid virtues crowd on Kings in ſwarms, - 
However from ſuch company remote: 
Juſt as good-natur'd Heralds make up arms 
For Nabob-robbers born without a coat. 


I'm a poor botching taylor for a Court, 

| Low bred on liver, and what clowns call mugget * 
Beſides, what greatly too my gains would hurt, 

I cannot ſew gold lace upon a drugget. 


Say not I'm turn d towards the SceeTER'D GREAT: 


Talk not of Kings—T deem one half a cheat: 


Felt is their weakneſs—huſks, mere huſks of men k 
Yes, they create Non1iTyY—T know it; 
The verieſt ideot of them all can do it, 
And on the falcon's perch can place the wren. 


| But can a King command th” etherzal flame 
That clothes with immortality a name? 


Part of the entrails of certain cattle. 
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Oh, could the Race that fire ethereal catch! 
But no ſuch privilege to Kings is giv'n: 
So very low their int'reſt lies in Heav'n, 
They can't command enough to light a match. 


n 


No, Sirs, and therefore pray be civil; 
I've not yet bargain'd with the Devil. 


Yet grant me ſold—Pve precedents a ſtore; 
Beſides, we Poets are confounded poor; 
And, ah! how hard to ſtarve, to pleaſe Mozaurrl 
For Huxcxs, though a fav'rite of old SainTs, 
Whoſe pinching virtue pious hiſt'ry paints, 
Is reckon'd now a FuLLOW of bad quality: 
Not deem'd a Gentleman—can't ſhew his face, 
E'en where Saixr PETER's * children give the grace! 
A roſy finner, Luxury y-clept, — | 
Long i in his place hath eat, and drunk, and ber. 5 


Yes, (as 1 ve ſaid) we Bards are 3 poor, 
Can ſcarcely drive gaunt Famine from the door ! 
That Helicon's a helliſh ſtream, God knows! 
Ah me ! moſt rarely it Pactolian flows: | 
Though ſharp as hawks, and hungry too, and thick, | 
Few are the golden grains that Pozrs pick; | 
And yet each new advent'rer of the NIR 
Deems all Parnaſſus one mere golden mine. 


3 Archbiſtops, Biſhops, &c. 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 


* = — 
All this by way of wild digreſſion | | 
| I 


And now for my political Confeſſion. 


Again, ye Crown-and-Anchor ſinners, 
I reprobate your revolution-dinners. 
NATURE at times makes wretched wares : _ 
(Amongſt the ſmiling corn like tares) . 8 
Men with ſuch miſerable ſouls! _ Hl [ul 
Nought pleaſes, from the moment of their birth; 7 
; 


With horror for a while they blot the earth, Þ 
Then, crab-like, crawl into their burying-holes. x 


How like a dreary dull December Dar, 11 
That ſhows his muddy diſcontented head, b 
Low'rs on the world awhile, then moves away 1 
| In gloom and ſullenneſs to bed! : _- 18 


Have not our Revolution hoſts a. few _ 
Of ſouls of this ſame Æthiop hue? _ _ *,-— = 


Permit me, Sirs,. to tell you, ye are mad; 
Your caſe, although not mortal, yet quite bad: 
An ugly inflammation. of the brain. | | 
Although a dull phyſician, I could find EE | 1 
Something to calm the hurry of the mind, | la 
And bring you back to common ſenſe again 

The ſtocks would do it, Gentlemen, or jails: 
A heavy noftrum—yet it rarely fails. 
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Lo, DRUNKENNESS, + bluſt'ring, bullying blade, 
The cock'd hat covering half one eye ſo brave, 


: As though dread valour were his meat, his trade, 


Nature a drivler, and the world his ſlave: _ 
He rants, roars, prays, howls, ſwears, on boldly goes, 
To ſeize ſun, moon, and planets, by the noſe 3 


When lo, N16 # rslong-ſtaff d Gua 21 An to him ſteals, 


Squints with one eye on him, and then the other; 


Io pillow well his head, trips up his heels, 


And lays him on old Earth, our common mother— 


Thence at the Round in 1 about an hour, 


| Renews his poor debilitated power 
Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, ſeeing —— | 
Vet is this WATCHMAN too a heavy BEING. | 


Keel up lies FRAnct long may ſhe keep that poſture! 


Her knav'ry, folly, on the rocks have toſt her; 


Behold the thouſands that ſurround the wreck ! 


Her cableg parted, rudder gone, 


Split all her ſails, her main-maſt down, 

Choak'd all her pumps, broke in her deck; 
Sport for the winds, the billows o'er her roll! 
Now am 1 glad of it with all my ſoul. ' 


Fnaxex lifts the buſy ſword of blood no more; 


Loft to its giant graſp the wither'd hand: 
O ſay, what kingdom can her fate deplore, 
The dark diſturber of each happy land? 


To 
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To Britain an inſidious d—n'd Tiago 
Remember, Engliſhmen, old Cato's cry, 
And keep that patriot model in your eye 

His conſtant cry, Delenda eff CARTHAGO.?”? 


FRANCE is our Carthage, that ſworn foe to truth, 
Whoſe perſidy deferves th? eternal chain! | 

And now ſhe's doyyn, our Britiſh bucks: forſooth 
Would lift the ſtabbing ftrumpet up again. 


Love I the Freneh ?—By heav'ns 'tis no ſuch matter! 

Who loves a Frenchman, wars with ſimple Nature. 
What Frenchman loves a Briton ?—None: 

Yet by the hand this enemy we take; 

Les, blund'ring Britons boſom up the ſnake, 

And feel themſelves, too late indeed, undone. 


The converſe chaſte of day, and eke of night, 
The kiſs-clad moments of ſupreme delight, 
To Love's pure paſſion only due; 
The ſeraph fmile that ſoft-ey'd FaIENDSHIT wears, 
And Sox ROw's balm of ſympathiſing tears, 
Thoſe iron fellows never knew. 


For this I hate them.—Art, all varniſh'd 4 

This doth ExPERIENCE ev'ry moment prove: 

And hollow muſt to all things be the heart, 
That foe to beauty, which deceives in love. 


Hear me, DaME NATURE, on thoſe men of cor. 


Bluſh at a FRENCUMAN's . thy handywork; 
A * 
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A dunghill that luxuriant feeds 

The gaudy and the rankeſt weeds : 
Deception, grub-like, taints its very core, 
Like flies in carrion—pr?ythee, make no more. 


Nat but a neighb'ring nation to the French 
Have morals that emit a ſtronger ſtench, 

That Chriſtian noſes ſcarcely can withſtand: 
The HEART a dungeon, hollow, dark, and foul... 
The dwelling of the toad, ſnake, bat, and owl, 

Demons, and all the e ſpectre band. 


Mad fools! And can we deem the French profound, 
And, pleas'd, their infant politics embrace, | 

Who drag a noble pyramid to-ground, 
Without one pebble to ſupply its place? 


Vet are they followed, prais d, admir'd, ador'd. 


Be with ſuch praiſe theſe ears no longer bor'd ! 


This moment could I prove it to the nation all, 


That verily a FRENCHMAN 1s not rational. 


Yes, FRENCHMEN, this is my unvarying creed, 

% You are not rational indeed; 

* So low have fond conceit, aud folly, funk ye: 
1 Only a larger kind of monkey! 1 


6 What art thou writing now the Won LD exclaims,. 


«© Thou man of braſs !”? 


Good Wok p, no names, no namer—I beg,no names 


Writing! —an Ode to my old fav'rite Ass. 
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Not: 
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Not making royal varniſh—no! 

My Ass's virtues bid my numbers flow: 
PETER his name, my nameſake, a good beaſt 3 
A ſervant to my family ſome years. — 
To me is gratitude a turtle feaſt; | 
It is a virtue that my ſoul reveres; 

And therefore I've been fabricating metre 
All in the praiſe of honeſt PETER. 


» 


ODE To MY ASS, PETER. 


9 1 0 U, my 1 fan of man deſpisd, 


But not by me deſpis d - reſpected long 1 
To prove how much thy qualities are priz d, 
Accept, old Fellow-traveller, a ſong. 


My great great AncesToR, of Lyric fame, 
Immortal ! threw a glory round the hor/e ; 

Then, as I lit my candle at his flame, 
That candle ſhall illumine hee of courſe, 


For why not thou, in works and virtues rich, 
In FaMe's fair temple alſo boaſt a niche ? 
How many a genius, midſt a vulgar pack, 8 


OBLiviow ſtuffs into her ſooty ſack, 
Calmly as Jew Old-clothes-men, in their bags, 
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Or ſatin petticoat of ſome ſweet Maid, 
That o'er her beauties caft an envious ſhade ! 
And what's the reaſon po too en f 
Ah i © guia vate facro carent,” | 
As Horace ſays, that bard divine, | 

| Whoſe wits ſo fortunately jump with mine. 


Ah, PETER, I remember, oft, when tir d 
And moſt unpleaſantly at times bemir'd, 

Bold haſt thou ſaid, © Plibudge not one inch further; 
And now, young MASTER, you may kick ormurther,”? 
Then have I eudgell'd thee —a fruitleſs matter! 
For twas in vain to kick, or flog, or chatter. 
Though, BALAA M- like, I curs'd thee with a ſmack ; 
Sturdy thou dropp'dſt thine ears upon thy back, 
And trotting retrograde, with wriggling tail, 

In vain did I thy running rump aſſail: | 


For lo, between thy legs thou putt'dſt thine head, 
And gaveſt me a puddle for a bed. 
Now this was fair the action bore no guile: ; 
Thou duck'dſt me not, like Jupas, with a ſmile. 
O were the manners of ſome Monarchs ſuch, 
Who ſmile ev'n in the cloſe inſidious hour 
That kicks th? unguarded minion from his pow'r ! 
But this is aſking p*rhaps of Kings too much. 


© Petra, little didft thou think, I ween, 
When I a ſchcelboy on thy back was ſeen, 
, Rig 
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Riding thee oft, in attitude uncouth; 

For bridle, an old garter in thy mouth; 
Jogging and whiſtling wild o'er hill and dale, 
On ſloes, or nuts, or trawb'ries to regale 


I fay, O Pere, little didſt thou think, 

That J, thy nameſake, in immortal ink _ 
Should dip my pen, and riſe a wvond'rous Bard, 
And gain ſuch praiſe, SUBLIMIT Y's reward ; 


But not the LauREL—honour much too high; 
Giv'n by the KING or IsLESs to Mifter PyE, 
Who fings his Sov'n EIGN's virtues twice a year, 
And therefore cannot chronicle SMALL BEER. 


Yet ſimple as Montaigne, I'll tell thee true; 

There are, who on my verſes look a/tew, 

And call my lyric lucubrations tuff: 

But I'm a modeft, not unconnyinge elf, 

Or I could fay ſuch things about my/elf— 
But God forbid that I ſhould puff! 


Vet natural are c predileQions! | 
Like ſnakes they writhe about the heart's affections, 
And ſometimes too infuſe a poiſonous ſpirit; 
Producing, as by nat'raliſts I'm told, 

Torpid inſenſibility, ſo cold 

1 ev'ry Brother's riſing merit. 
Wirs to each other juſt like loadſtones act, 


That do not always like firm friends attract; 
. Though 
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Though of the ſame rare nature, (ſtrange to tell!) 
The little harden d rogues as oft repel. 


But To, of thee I'll ſpeak, my long-ear 0 Fiend ! 
Great were the wonders off thy heels of yore; 
Vidorious, for lac'd hats didſt thou contend ; 


And ribbons grac'd thy ears—a gaudy ſtore. 


Buff breeches too have crown'd a proud proud day, 
Not thou, but which thy rider wore away; 
Triumphant ſtrutting through the world he ſtr ode, 


Great foul ! deſerving. an Olympic Ode. 


Thy bravery often did I much approve z 

Rais'd by that Queen of Paſſions, Lov. 
Whene'er in Love's delicious frenzy eroſt 

By long-ear'd brothers, lo, wert thou a 5%“ 

Love did thy lion-heart with courage ſteel! 
Quicker than that of VESTRIS mov'd thy heel: 

Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou didſt ſmite? 

And then no Alderman could match thy bite! 


And is thy race no more rever'd ? 


Indeed tis greatly to be fear d! ! 


Yet ſhalt Tyuou flouriſh in metal long, 
To me if immortality belong; 
For ſtranger things than his have come to paſs 
 PosTERITY thine hiſt'ry ſhall devour, 
And read with pleaſure how, when vernal thow'r 
In gay profuſion rais d the dewy graſs, 
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I led 
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I led thee forth, thine appetite to pleaſe, 
And mid the verdure {aw thee up to knees! 


How, oft I pluck'd the tender blade; | 

And, happy, hoo thou cam'ft at my command, 
And wantoning around, as though afraid, 

With poking neck didft pull it from my hand, 
Then ſcamper, kicking, frolickſome, away, 
With ſuch a faſcinating bray! ! 


Where oft I paid thee viſits, and where iow 
Didft cock with happineſs thy kingly ears, 
And grin ſo *witchingly, I can't tell how, 
And dart at me ſuch friendly leers ; 


With ſuch a ſmiling head, and laughing tail ; 

Andwhen[Imov'd, how, griev'd, thouſeem'dit to ſay, 
« Dear MASTER, let your humble Ass prevail; 

66 Pays MASTER, do not go away? =m—— 

And bow (for what than friendſhip can be ſweeter?) 

J gave thee graſs again, O pleaſant PETER. 


And how, when W1NTER bade the herbage die, 

And Nature mourn'd beneath the ſtormy ſky z 

When waving trees, ſurcharg*d with chilling raing 

Dropp'd ſeeming tears upon the haraſs'd plain, 
gave thee a good ſtable, warm as wool, 

With oats to grind, and hay to pull : 

Thus, whilt abroad DECEMBER ruPd the day, 
How PLenty ſhew'd within, the blooming May! 
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And lo, to future times it ſhall be known, 
How, twice a day, to comb and rub thee down, 
And be thy bed-maker at night, | 
Thy Groom attended, both with hay and oat, 
By which thy back could boaſt a handſome coat, 
And laugh at many a fine Court Lord and Knight, 
Whoſe ſtrutting coats belong p'rhaps to the Tailor, 
And probably their bodies to the Jailor! 


What though no dimples thou haſt got 
Black ſparkling eyes (the faſhion) are thy lot, 
And oft a *witching ſmile and cheerful laugh; 
And then thy cleanlineſs !—"tis ſtrange to utter! 
= | Like ſin, thy heels avoid a pool, or gutter ; 
t And then the ſtream fo darmiily doſt quaff! 
Unlike a cotintry Alderman, who blows, 
And in the mug baptizeth mouth and noſe ! | 


8 | = What though I've heard ſome voices ſweeter ; 
Ver exquiſite thy hearing, gentle PETER ! 
Whether a judge of muſic, I don” t Kno. 
: If fo, | | . 
Thou haſt th' advantage got of many a 7 
That enter at the Opera door. | 


Some people think thy tones are rather coarſe : 
_ Eva love-lick tones, addreſs d to Lady Aﬀes— 
 Ofaves indeed of wondrous force 


And as thy voice full many a voice ſurpaſſes. 
|  Lony 
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Lonp CARDIGAN, if rightly I divine, 
Would very gladly give his voice for thine - 


And Lapy * Movxrt, her Ma3JxsSTY's fine foil, 
For whom perfumers, barbers, vainly toil, 

Poor Lady! who has quarrell'd with the Graces, 
Would very willingly change faces. $2 


How honour'd once wert thou! but ah, no more! 
Thus too deſþis'd the Bards—2/tcem'd of yore! 

How rated once, the tuneful TRIBES of Greece! 
Dean's 8 like di monds—thouſands worth a-piece! 


How great was e 0 glory on a day, 
Entering Arolro's church, to pray, | 
The LApx of the ſacred fane, or Miftreſs, 
Or, in more claſſic term, the PRIEST ESS, „ 
Addreſs'd him with ineffable delight- [ calves, 
© GREAT SIR, (quoth he) in pigs, and ſheep, and. 
« Maſter 170 Ae upon't that you go halves: 
To beef his Godſhip alſo gives you right. 


Thus did the Twain moſt hearty dinners make; 


Pinpar and PH@Bus eating ſteak and ſteak : Wy 


When too (PausAn1as ſays), to pleaſe the Gop— 
Between each mouthful, Pix DAR ſung un Ops! 


Her M=—y is always happy to have Lapy MovNT- 
1 
Eagland—in ſhort, his Lon ps RI in petticoats, 


. „„ 


by her ſide, as being one of the uglieſt women in 
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Tus half a Duty? was this great Poet ! 
Now thus was grand i in Puœuus-vaſtly civil . 
How chang'd are things! the preſent moments ſhow it; 
For Bard is now ſynonymous with Devil! | 


Juſt to three hundred years ago, I ſpeax— 
How jmple ſcholarſhip was wont to rule! 
A man like Docrox Pas, that mouth'd but Greet, 
Was almoſt worſhipp'd by the Sack and Foo; 
Deem'd by the world indeed a firſt-rate flar, 
How diff *rent now the fate of Doctor Parr ! 


. 
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Unknown he walks !—his name no infants liſp— 
Not only reckon'd not a firſt-rate ſtar 
Is this our Greek man, Docron Pars, 
But, Gods! not equal to a Will-o'-wiſp ! 


Plagne on't * how niggardly the trump of Fame, 
That wakes not * Bellendenus on the ſhelf! 
The world fo-ftill, too, on the DocToR's name, 

The man is really forc'd to praiſe himſelf ! 
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KArchbiſhops, Biſhops,” (ſo ſays Doctor Pann) 
2 By Alpha, Beta, merely, have been made; 
„ Why from the mitre then am I ſo far; 

« So long a Weds hn in this thundering trade? 


The . to Bellendenus was a coup d'eſſui of the Doc- 
To's for a Biſhoprick—it was the child of his dotage. The 
pap of Party ſupported it ſome little time; when, after ſeveral _ 

Krake, to remain amongſt us, it 8 the laſt debt of nature. 


66 O Pirr, 
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„O Pirr, ſhame on thee !—art thou ll to ſeek 
„ The ſoul of wiſdom in the ſound of Greek? 3 


Per ſuppoſe we make a bit of ſtile, 
And reſt ourſelves a little while? 


In Continuation. 


THUS endeth Doctor Park ; and now again, 
To thee, as good a ſubject, flows the ſtrain. 
Permit me, PeTxR, in my lyric canter, 

"Jum to ſpeak Latin—< tempora mutantur - ET. 
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Kings did not FRE to preſs your backs of yore; 
But now, with humbled neck and patient face, 
Tied to a thieviſh miller's duſty door, * 

I mark thy fall'n and diſregarded race. 


To chimney-ſweepers now a common hack; 
Now with a brace of ſand- bags on your back ! 
No gorgeous ſaddles yours no iv'ry cribs ; 
No ſilken girths ſurround your ribs ; 


No RovaL hands your cheeks with pleaſure pat ; 
Cheeks by a roguith halter preſt 
Your ears and rump, of inſolence the jeſt ; 

Dragg'd, kick'd, and pummell'd, by a beggars brat. 


Thus, as I've faid;.. your race is much degraded ! 


And much too is the Poxr 8 glory faded ! | 
„ A time 
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A time there was, when Kings of this fair Land, 


So meek, would creep to PoErs, cap in hand, 
Begging, as 'twere for alms, a grain of fame, 
To ſweeten a poor putrifying name—— 


E But paſt are thoſe rich hours! ah, hours of yore ! 
| Thoſe golden ſands of TIME ſhall glide no more, 


Vet are we not in thy diſcarded ſtate, 


Whate'er may be the future will of FaTz ; 
Since, as we find by Pye, (what ſtill muſt pride us) 
Kings 2: Favice a year can condeſcend to ride + Us 


AN AFTER-REFLEXION. 


N OW, WorrLD, thou ſeeſt the ſtuff of which I'm made ; 
Firm to the honour of the tuneful Trade; 


Leaving, with high contempt, the Courtier claſs, 


To ſing the merits of the humble ASS. 


Vet ſhould a miracle the PALAcx mend, 


And high-nos'd SAL'sp*RyY to the Vin ruxs ſend, 
Commanding them to come and chat with Kines ; ; 
Well pleas'd repentant Sinners to ſupport, - 

80 help me, Ix FUD ENOR, I'll go to Court! 
Beſides, I dearly love to fee Hrange things. 
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MAGPIE AND ROBIN RED-BREAST. 


HOW varied are our taſtes! Dame NaTuxE's plan, 
All for wiſe reaſons, fince the world began: 
Yes, yes, the good old Lavpy acted right: ' 
Had things been otheravi/e, like wolves and bears, 
We all had fall'n together by the ears 
One object had e an N fight. 


Nettles had ſtre we'd Lire's path inſtead of ee; 3 
And multitudes of mortal faces, 

Printed with hiſtories of bloody noſes, 
Had taken leave of abſence of the Graces. 


Now interrupting not each other's line, 

You ride your hobby-horſe, and 1 ride mine. 
Tou preſs the blue-ey'd CHLOE to your arms, 
And 7 the black-ey'd Saprho's browner charms: 
Thus fituated in our different bliſſes, 

We ſquint not envious on each other's kifles. : — | 


Yet are there ſome exceptions to this rule: | _— | 
We meet with now and then a ſtubborn fool, — 


CEE SEN © . R 
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Again—how weak the ways of /ome, and ſad! 
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One would ſuppoſe the Man- creation mad. 


Lo! this poor fellow, folly-drunk, he rambles, 
And flings himſelf into MrsrokruxE's brambles, 


With ſnuff-ſtain'd neckcloth, without hat or wig, 


Whom nought but whips and priſons can controul, 


1 
1 8 ” 8 a > EI de * —— 


8 


Dragooning us into his predilections; 

As though there was no diff”rence in affections, 
And that it was the Booby's ſirm belief, 

Pork cannot pleaſe, becauſe he doats on beef ! 


In full purſuit of Hayrerxess's treaſure ; 
When, with a little glance of circumſpection, 
A muſtard. grain of ſenſe—a child's reflection 

The fool had cours'd the velvet lawn of PLRASUII. 


Idly he braves the ſurge, and roaring gale ; ; 
When Rxason, if conſulted with a ſmile, 

Had tow'd through ſummer ſeas his ſilken ail, 
And ſav'd a e and Herculean toil. 


Ves, as I've « mois ſaid ws; I find, 
That many a man has many a mind. 


3 


How I hate DRUNKENNESS, a naſty pig! ! 


Reeling and belching wiſdom in one's face l 
How I hate BulLy Urroar from my ſoul, 


Thoſe neceffary implements of GRcAE! 
. 1 5 — 
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yet altars riſe to Dux EkENXESS and R101 
How few to mild SOBRIETY and QUIET ! 


Thou art my Goddeſs, Sol irupEto thee, 
Parent of dove-ey'd PEACE, I bend the knee! 
O with what joy I roam thy calm retreats 
Whence ſoars the lark amid the radiant hour, 
Where many a varied chaſte and fragrant flow'r 
Turns coyly from Rogue Zzynvs's whiſper ſweet ! 


Bleſt Itp | who wantons o'er thy wide domain, 
And kiſſes all the BEAbrIEs of the plain: 


Where, happy, mid the all-enlivening ray, 
The inſect nations ſpend the buſy day, 
Wing the pure fields of air, and erawl the ground 3 
Where, idle none, the Jew-like myriads range, 
 Juklt like the Hebrews at high Change, 
Diffuſing hum of Babel-notes around! 


- 


Where HEALTR ſo wild and gay, with boſom bare, 
And roſy cheek, keen eye, and flowing hair, 
Trips with a ſmile the breezy ſcenes along. 

And pours the ſpirit of content in ſong ! 


Thus taſtes are various, as I've ſaid before 
| Theſe dn moſt cordially, what thoſe adore, =» 


THE 


278 ru WORKS OF | 


THE 
MAGPIE AND ROBIN RED. BREAST : 
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A MAGPIE, in the ſpirit of romance, 

Much like the fam'd Reformers now of Fraxcr, 
Flew from the dwelling of an old Polss A RDE; 
Where, ſometimes in his cage, and ſometimes out, 
He juſtified the Revolution rout, 

That is, eall'd names, and got a ſop for his reward, 


Red-hot wh 8 coals, 
Juſt like his old fiſh-thund'ring Dame, 
He left the Queen of crabs, and plaice, and foals, 
To kindle in Old England's realm a flame, 


Arriv'd at evening 8 philoſophic 1 

He reſted on a rural antique tow'r, 

Some Baron's caſtle in the days of old; 
When furious wars, miſnomer'd civil, 8 
Sent mighty chiefs to ſee the Devil, 

Leaving behind, their bodies for rich mould, 
That pliable from form to form patroles, 
Making freſh houſes for new ſouls, 
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Perch'd on the wall, he cocks his tail and eye, 
And hops like modern beaux in country dances z E 

Looks dev'liſh knowing, with his head awry, 

Squinting with connoiſſeurſhip glances. 


RP un 


All on a ſudden, Maccor ſtarts and ſtares, 
And wonders, and for ſomewhat range prepares; 
But lo, his wonder did not hold him long 
Soft from a buſh below, divinely clear, 
A modeſt warble melted on his ear, 
A plaintive, e ſolitary ſong 


A Qtealing, timid, unpreſuming found, _ 
Afraid dim NAaTuRE's deep repoſe to wound; 
That huſh'd (a death-like pauſe) the rude SUBLIME. 
This was a novelty to Mas indeed, 
Who, pulling up his ſpindle-ſhanks with ſpeed, 


Dropp*d from his turret, half-devour'd by Tiur, ; 


A la Frangoiſe, upon the ſpray EL 
Where a lone Red- breaſt pour'd to ere, his lay. 


— 


ga the modeſt minſtrel in the face; 
Familiar, and with arch grimace, 

He conn'd the duſky warbler o'er and o'er, 

As though he knew him years before ; 

And thus began, with ſeeming great civility, 
All in the Paris eaſe of volubility—— 


0 What—Bossy ! da—'me, is it you, 
That thus your pretty phiz to muſic ſcrew, 
I | : « 80 
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0 So far from hamlet, village, town, ms city, 
“ To glad old battlements with dull pſalm ditty ? 


4 Sdeath! what a pleaſant, lively, merry ſcene ! 

Plenty of bats, and owls, and ghoſts, I ween ; 

& Rare midnight ſcreeches, Bos, between you all! 
« Why, what's the name on't, Boxy? Diſmal Hall? 


K 


* 


4 Come, to be ſerious—curſe this queer old ſpot, 
And let thy owliſh habitation rot! 

ce Join me, and ſoon in riot will we revel : 

& I'll teach thee how to curſe, and call folks names, 
« And be expert in treaſon, murder, flames, 


« And molt divinely play the devil. 


La) 
oe 


«& Yes, thou ſhalt leave this ſpectred hole, 

& And prove thou haſt a bit of ſaul : 

* Soon ſhalt thou ſee old ſtupid LoxDox dance; 

% There will we ſhine immortal knaves ; 

& Not ſteal unknown, like cuckoos, to our graves, 
« But imitate the geniuſes of FRANCE. 


ry 


„Who'd be that monkiſf, cloifter'd thing, a muſcle? 
„ Importance only can ariſe from buſtle ! 
Tornado, thunder, lightning, tumult, ſtrife; 
« Theſe charm, and add a dignity to life. 
% That thou ſhouldft chooſe this ſpot, is monſtrous odd! | 
* Pob, poh! tl ou canſt not like this life, by G-!“ 


4 * # | 
& Sir!“ 


? 
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& Sir!“ like one thunder-ftricken, ſtaring wide 
« Can you be ſerious, Sir?“ the Ronix cried. 

« Serious!“ rejoin'd the Mace, “ aye, mY boy: 


“ So come, let's play the devil, and Om” 


te Flames!“ quoth the Ma and in riot revel, _ 
e Call names, and curſe, divinely play the devil ! 
« J cannot, for my life, the fun diſcern,” 


& No !—bluſh then, Bos, and follow me, and learn.“ 
| 


« Excuſe me, Sir,” the modeſt HERHuIT cried 

&« Hells not the hobby-horſe I wiſh to ride.” 
„Hell!“ laugh'd the MAGIE, *hellno longer dread; 

« Why, Bos, in FRANCE the Devil's lately dead: 


„D nn vulgar to a Frenchman's hearing 
„% The word is only kept alive for ſwearing. 
8 Againſt futurity they all protelt ; 
And God and Heav'n are grown a Randing jet 


« Brimſtone and fin are downright out of faſhion z 
* FRANCE is quite alter'd—now a thinking nation: 
No more of penitential tears and groans ! 

„ PriLosoPHY has crack'd RE11610Nw's bones. 


i As for your Saviour of a wicked world, 
Long from his conſequence has he been bund: 
They do acknowledge ſuch a man, d yeiſee i „ 
But then they call him imple M ON SIEUR CURIST, 
YOU: Bs " Bon, 
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« Bo, for thy ignorance, j ay bluſh for ſhame— 
«© Behold, thy Doctor PrIts v /ays the ſame, 


9 Well! now thou fully art convinced. let's go.” 
« What curſed doctrine !”” quoth the Ropin, © NO 
<« I won't go—no ! thy ſpeeches make me ſhudder.” 


« Poor Ronin! quoth the MacPIE, © what a pudder! 


«© Bed—n'd then, Bonpy”—flying off, he rav'd 


And, (quoth the Rop1x) Sir, may you be fav'd/” 


This ſaid, the tuneful SrRITE renew'd his lay; 


A ſweet and farewell hymn to parting Day. 


— —ö—— 2 we 


In Tuo As PAINE the Maceit doth appear: 
That I'm Poor RokIx, is not quite ſo clear. 


POSTSCREPT. 
10 THE CANDID READER. 


I REALLY think that this Tale of the Macrir 
and Rozin ought immediately to have followed the 


REMoNSTRANCE : but as Diſorder, inſtead of Or- 


dir, is the leading feature of my ſublime Lyric 
BaeTuREN of old, I ſhall take the liberty of 
ſheltering myſelf under the wing of their facred | 


names. The fable was written in conſequence of a 


ſtrenuous application of a red-hot REVOLUTIONIST 


to a PoET in the country, preſſing him to become a 


Member of the ORDER of CONFUSION. 
11 | | 
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| AN De 
APOLOGY FOR KINGS. 


AS: want of candour really is ; not right, 
I own my Satire too inclin'd to bite : 


On Kixcs behold it breat/aft, dine, and f LIC, : . 4 i 


Now ſhall ſhe praiſe, and try to make 1t up. N | 
Why will the fimple world expect wiſe things l 
From lofty folk, particularly Kings? | þ 
Look on their poverty of education! | | 
Ador'd and flatter d, taught that they are Gops ; a 
And by their awful frowns and nods, — 
_ Jovs-LixE, to ſhake the pillars of creation ! | j 
They ſcorn that little uſeful Ia cal'd Miu, =; 
Who fits them for the circle of Mankind!“ | 1 4 | 
Pz1vz their companion, and the WorLD their hate; | 1 
8 | | Wi 

Immur'd, they doze in ignorance and ſtate. | | 
| Sometimes, indeed, GREAT KI vos vill condeſcend | 


A little with their /ulje&s to unbend ! 
An inſtance take :—A King of this great Land, 
In days of yore, we underſtand, 


Did viſit Sal'sEURx's old church ſo fair: it 
An EARL of PEMBROKE was the Moxarcn's guide; * 14 
ncog. they travell'd, ſhuffling fide by ide ; 3 it 

And into the Cathedral ſtole the Paik. CODE, BE | 
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The VErGEr met them in his blue ſilk gown, 
And humbly bow'd his neck with rev 'rence down > 

Eow as an aſs to lick a lock of hay: 
Looking the frighten'd VERGEIA thro? and thro', 
All with his eye-glaſs— Well, Sir, who are you ? 

„What, what,'Str?—hey, Sir? 25 deign'd the King to ſay. 


% I am the VEROER here, moſt mighty * Kixs: : 
In this Cathedral I do ev'ry thing; | 


Sweep it, an't pleaſe ye, Sir, and keep it Clean.” 


„Hey? VERGER! VERGER ! you the I SRGXR 7- — 
hey "2 
« Yes, pleaſe your glorious ManJgsTY, I be,” 
The VERGER anſwer'd, with the mildeſt mien. 


Then turn'd the Kix about towards the Pzrn, 

And wink'd, and laugh'd; then whiſper'd i in his ear, 

6 Hey, hey—what, what—fine fellow, *pon my word: 

4 I'll knight him, knight him, 9 . 
my Lord?“ 

Then with his glaſs, as hard as eye fd rain, | 

He kenn'd the trembling VERGER o'er again. 


« He's a poor Verger, Sikk, his Lordſhip cry'd: 
40 Sixpence would hand/omely requite him.” | 
« Poor Verger, Verger, hey!“ the King reply'd: 
“No, no, then, we won't knight him—no, won't 
| Enight him.“ 


„The Reader will be pleaſed to obſerve, that the Vorn, | 


. of all the ſons of the Church, was the 4 ONE 2 88 witk | 
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Now to the. lofty roof the King did raiſe 

His glaſs, and ſkipp'd it o'er with ſounds of drute k 
For thus his marv'ling MajzsTy did ſpea: 
Fine roof this, Maſter Verger, quite complete; 

« High—high and lofty too, and clean and neat : 


What, VERGER, what? mop, mop it once a week; 


« An't pleaſe your Mazzsry,” with marv'ling chops, 
The VERGER anſwer'd, © we have got no mops 
“ In SaPſb'ry that will reach fo high.” 
Not mop, no, no, not mop it,” quoth the King— | 
No, Sir, our Sali ſb' ry mops do no ſuch thing; 
* They might as well pretend to ſcrub the /#y,”” | 


MORAL 


This Uttle anecdote doth plainly ſhow _.. -1 4 
That I6NoRANCE a King too often lurches; 
For, hid from Ax r, Lord! how ak Pre 


know | 
Thy: nat tral hiſtory of mops _ charches?. 9205 
; >> 


STORY HE SECOND. 


FROM Sa1'sY RY Church to Wang TO ſo 
wenne I ACS 
Return'd the mighty RULER of the land 1 2 
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40 My 1054 you've Excls "NO ſtatues,” ſaid the King, 


«< A few! beneath your royal notice, Sir,” 


' Replied Lond PEMBROKE—*« Stir, my Lord, ſtir, ſtir; 


Let's ſee them all, all, 8. all, ev'ry thing. 


ce Who? 8 this ? who's this ?—who's this fine fellow 


Fbere 
« SESOSTRIS,” bowing low, <a the 3 
« Stk SosTR18, hey ?—Sir SosTRIS : — pon my word! 


« KNIGHT or a BARONET, my Lord? 
One of my making: — hat, my Lord, my maling py 


This, with a vengeance, was miſtaking ! 


. $2-80STRIS, Size,” ſo ſoft, the Peer reply'd— 


« A famous Kine of EcyPr, Sir, of old. 


« Poh, poh!“ the inſtructed MoN ARCH ſaappiſh c cry "Uo 


40 1 neßd not that—T need not that be told. 


as Pray, pray, my Lord, whonthat big Fellow there?” 


« Tis HERcurEs,“ replies the ſhrinking PEER. 

Strong fellow, hey, my Lord ? ſtrong fellow, hey ! 
« Clean'd ſtables !—crack'd a lion like a flea; him 
« Kill'd ſnakes, great ſnakes, that in a cradle found 


Ty Fhe * Queen's coming wrap an apron 


round him.“ 


8 
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OUR Moral is not merely water- gruel 1 


It ſhows that euriaſity's a jewel! , 
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It ſhows with Kings that I6NoRANCE may dwell: 
It ſhows that ſubjects mult not give opinions | 
To PEOPLE reigning over wide dominions, 

As information to great Folk, is hell: 


It ſhows that Decexcy may live with Kings, 
On whom the bold Virtu-men turn their backs; 
And ſhows (for num'rous are the naked things) 
That ſaucy Statues ſhould be on in ſacks. 


ADDRESS To MY BOOK: 5 
AN E L. E O v. 


ö CHILD of my love, go forth, "a try thy fate: 

5 Few are thy friends, and manifold thy foes.! 
Whether or long or ſhort will be thy date, 

PFourustrr's dark volume only knows.. 


Severe thine ordeal, I am fore afraid! 

Some judges will condemn, and others nat : 

Some call thy form ſubſtantial—others, ſhade. 
Yes, Carly, by multitudes wilt thou be tried! 
Wiſe men, and fools, thy merits will examine: 
Thoſe, through much prudence, may thy virtues hide; | 


Prov d 


Much eriticiſm, alas! will be thy ak nd wc HD 


Theſe, SO" vile rancour, or the dread of find, 2 2; 
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Prov'd will it * indeed (to —_ thee rink) 
What metal Nature in thy maſs did knead : 

A * melting proceſs will be us'd, I thin 
That is to fay, large quantities of lead. 


By ſome indeed will NITAE's fuming ſpirit 
Be o'er thy form ſo ſweet, ſo tender, thrown ; 


N Perchance a Maſter hand may try thy merit 3 | 


Perchance an Imp WF FoLLy only known. 


Now, now I fancy. thee a timid Hare, 


Started for beagles, hoùnds, and curs, to fo! 
A mongrel dog may ſnap thee up unfair; | 
For SPITE and HUNGER have but little grde. 


8 bh are thy legs (I know), and out for running 


And many a trick haſt thou within thy a, 15 
But guns and greyhounds are too much for cunning, 
Join'd to the rav nous pact of THnñoMAS PAINE! 


And now a Laws i—What devils fow-a-days 


The butch'ring SHoP of Criticiſm employs ! 
Each beardleſs villain now cuts up, and flays! 
A. gang of wanton, brutal, *prentice boys ! 


Ah me! how hard to reach tlie dome of Faux j 


Knock'd down before ſhe gets half-way, poor Musk! 
For many a Lor that cannot gain a name, | 
(Rebus and Riddle-maker) now reviews / 


1 Poor 


| 

i f: 
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Poor jealous Eunuchs in the land of TAsrR, N | 

| | 3 | 
Too weak to reap a harveſt of fair praiſe ; . [ 
5 . | 4 
Malicious, lo, they lay the region waſte; | 
Fire all they can, and triumph o'er the blaze! 1 | 
Too oft, with talents bleſt, the cruel Frw | 1 
Fix on poor MRIT's throat, to ſtop her breath: E 
How like the beauteous ® Frvir, that turns of Dew Y { 
The life ambroſial, into drops of Death! N 
Sweet Bane, to WR VMobrn ſhouldſt thou ind 85 f 
| 


The Kino, with curioſity ſo wild, [way : i 


May on a ſudden ſend for thee, and ſay, | ö 
See, CHARLY, Fu 8 n child, fine 0 
chile 5 | 
8 Ring, ring forScuwELLENBERG—ring, Charly, ring 3 | l 
0 Show it to CONWELLENESNG _ ſhow it, | fi 
how 1t=— if 
* She'll ſay, © Got dem de ſaucy * 3 5 | 
* [ hate more worſe as hell what come from Poet. | 
Yet wal ſome FTA a all at once be glad! | 
LEDS, HawksB'RY, SAL'SB' RY, BRUDENELL,, 
will rejoice; * 4 
Forget how oft thy Brothers made them mad, | 


And echo through the realm the royal voice. 


bs; mortifying powers of now or rain falling from the 
Manchineel tree, are univerſally known. . 
Aud ä 
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| And then for M his ManzsTY may ſend ; 
(Making ſome. people grumble in their gizzards) 
With DRAkx's new Place, 3 thy Sins 


befriend ; | . 
FiIRꝝST F1.Y-CATCHERtO goodQuees 1 
* Lizards! 


. * The ſtory of the LI2 An ps is as follows: —At a Boar of 
Grezn CLorn lately, which aſſembled, as uſual, with due 
ecorum, do deliberate on the /pecies of food proper to be given 
to the Lioxs of Bucxincnam Hos, the ſolemnity of the 
meeting was interrupted by the ſudden Gothic irruption, and 
ſelf· introduction, of a ſervant of Six Francis DRARE, one of 
the Honourable Boarn ; which ſervant, a true Devonsimae 
Duri, opening an ell - wide pair of jaws, exclaimed thus: 
% Zu VRANCIS, I'm a zent to ax if yow've a cort + enny | 
% more Vlees H- Have ye cort enny, Zux Vrancis?” The 
Baronet hemmed, winked, nodded, knitted his brows, ſtared, 
mrugged up his ſhoulders, blew his noſe, bit his lips at poor 
- Numes © but all the face- making hints were thrown away. 
% Why, Zux Vrancis, I zay, (continued Nuurs) Mapan 
* ZywELLINGBURG wanth to know if yow've a nabb'd enny 
& more Vleer? The Boarn ſtood amazed! Sin Frax- 
eis bluſhed for the fi time. At length, recovering from his 
confuſion „and bidding the fellow, in an angry tone, go about 
| his buſineſs, he very candidly informed the Board, that Hrs 
MajzsTr had lately received a preſent of LIZ Ax ps; that ſhe 
had ordered Misrazss SCRWELLENBERG to catch flics for 
them; but that, to oblige Mierazss ScuwELtENBERG, Who 
kindly invited him to dine with her three or four times a week, 
he promiſed to affiſt her in her FLy-nvxT; in ſhort, to be her 
Deputy FLY-CATCHER, and not Firft nenn, as the 
Ez zor erroneouſly proclaimeth. h 
I For caught, f Any. 8 Flies. 
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LORD LONSDALE, 


Duid ſentire putas omnes, CALVINE, recenti 

De ſcelere, et fid i violate crimine? Sed nec 

Tam tenuis cenſus ibi contigit, ut mediocr is 

Jacturæ te mergat onus ; nec rara videmus 

Que pateris ; caſus multis hic cognitus, ac jam 

Tritus, et e medio F ORTUNE ductus acer vo. Jvuvz NALs 


What think'ſt thou, LoxspAL E, that the world will ſay 
Of this d n'd verdict at CARLISLE to-day ? 
Faith, ſimply this“ A flea-bite, and that s all 
A leſ that will not ſwallow LowWTRER-HALL; 

A trick of FoR TUR x that we often find: 

« A trick that plainly proves the GopDEss ind. 


TY 


ARGUMENT. 


THE NOBLE FARL, AS NATURALLY IN PURSUIT or HIS 
coat, AS A SPORTSMAN OF HIS HARE OR FOX, HAPPENING, 


FELONGING TO TEE LORD-KNOWS-WHO, OF WHITEHAVEN 
| (NO VOTES PERHAPS FOR A BOROUGH OR A COUNTY), BUT 
PARTICULARLY OP A MR. LITTLEDALE—WHAT DOES TALS 
INSOLENT LITTLEDALE, BUT COMPLAIN INA, NOT 
\ deonTEN TED-WITH COMPLAINT, HE INSISTS UPON IT, THAT 
MIS LORDSHIP HAS NO RIGHT TO PULL DOWN HIS HOUSE 


| IN A COAL-CHASE, TO UNDERMINE A PARCEL OF HOUSES - 


ABOUT 
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ABOUT HIS EARS—NAY, WHAT 18 STILL WORSE, THE FEL- 
LOW BRINGS AN ACTION, ABSOLUTELY BRINGS AN AC- 
TION AGAINST RIS LORDSHIP—NAY, WHAT 1S STILL MORE. 
HORRIBLE, THE KNAVE GETS A VERDICT IN HIS FAVOUR— 


AND, WHAT 18 MORE ATROCIOUS STILL, THE VILLAINS or 


THE TOWN AND NEIGHBOURH9OD ILLUMINATE THEIR 
HOUSES, AS IF FOR THE BIRTH=NIGHTS OF OUR BELOVED 
KING AND QUEEN, AND EXHIBIT . EQUAL SYMPTOMS or 
JOY.—NOTWITHSTANDING THIS SAUCY OPPOSITION 70 
THEIR GREAT SUPERIOR 3 NOTWITHSTANDING TEE 
WICKED ACTION ; NOTWITHSTANDING THE VILE AND 
#NNATURAL VERDICT ; NOTWITHSTANDING THE ral 
UMPHANT ILLUMINATION AND BRAZEN-FACED DELIGHT 
oN THE OCCASION ; HOW SUBLIMELY HIS LORDS$SHIP BE- 
RAVES! THOUGH HE MOST SPIRITEDLY SUSPENDS 116 
' COAL-WORKS FOR A TIME, TO SHEW THE POWER OF HIS 
VENGEANCE; LO, HE PROMISETH TO OPEN THEM AGAIN, 
ON CONDITION HE HAS FULL LIB!RTY TO UNDERMINE 
ANY HOUSES THAT MAY IMPUDENTLY STAND IN THE WAY 
or his COAL ron THE FUTURE—WHAT AN ACT OF HU» 
MANITY! PARTLY FOR THE BENEFIT OF HIMSELF, A 
POOR INDIVIDUAL; BUT PRINCIPALLY POR THE AD- 
VANTAGE OF THE TOWN AND NEIGHBOURHOOD OF WHITE- 
MAN! wHO, BESIDES HIS LORDSHIP, WOULD HAVE DONE 
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THIS? 1 1$ TOO HUMANE—IT - 1s TOO GREAT—FOR, 45 
IT MAS BEEN OBSERVED BY SOME CELEBRATED DIVINES, | 


THAT A MAN MAY BE OVER-RIGHT EOUS, so VERILY MAY 
A GREAT PEER BE OVER-FORGIVING.—SUCH 35 THE, 


* 


— 
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SOU OF MY EPISTLE TO LORD LONSDALE. x 


oh \ HAT), LonsbALE! after al 1 rearind; 
High threat'ning, hect ring, bullying, kicking, {wear- 


in 8 
1 | . What! 
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What! THov, the brazen BULLY that beſtrode 
Triumphant navies and the roaring flood, 
Yield to the anger of a tiny zown, 
Who oft haſt frighten'd counties with a fr own! 
A ſet of ſmutty colliers mock thy pow'r! 
A hogſtye lord it o *er lofty tow'r! - 
A few blind mice, in little league ally d, 
ve Gods! o'erturn a pyramid of pride! 


Shades of the Low TYERs, arm'd with vengeance, | 


riſe, | 
And ſhake this LoxnsDALE, who his birth belies. 
Shock'd at his weakneſs, HISTORY turns pale, 
And madly tears the leaf that holds the TALE. 
Look through the deſert of five hundred years! 
Lo, not a LowTHER virtue once appears. 
Then why to raux's fair volume madly ruſh, 
And give thy poor old AXNCESTORs a bluſh? 
Ah, do not ſo unfaſhionably dote, 
And ftitch one ſpangle on an old black coat. 
Let not one act ten thouſand acts upbraid : 
A farthing candle midſt a world of ſhade. 
ut grant a folitary deed—atchieve it 
Who, pray the devil, LoxsDALE, will believe it? 
Thps will the nation with one voice exchim—— | 
«A LowraR do an act of virtuous fame! 
„When from a Lowrturs did a Scyon ſhoot, * 
A Low THER trunk not rotten at the root? 

YOL. 111, | - =. Expe& 
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% Expect much ſooner, nonpareils from crabs, 
„ Honour from thieves, and decency from drabs. 
c Horace declares (a bard whom all approve), 
e The vulture never 2 the tender dove.” 


Learn, LoNSDALP, l AuBITIOx's dur to feel, 
288 ſnap, like n a million at a meal. 8 


See yon proud oak, whoſe tark'ning branches 

ſpread | 

High o'er the rills that Sainte the pebbled bed! 

With what humility thoſe rills ſalute, 
And trembling wind around his rugged root; 
Like "buſy ſaves, their little ſtock afford, 

And creeping, kiſſing, feed their frowning lord? 

Mark, too, around that oak's. majeſtic pride, 

The piſmires crawling up his channelPd fide; 

And mark his ſhelt ring limbs, ſupport of fowl, 

The wren, the hawk, the cuckow, and the owl. | 

Say, LoxsDALE, oanſt thou not reſemblance ſee, _ 
 Reſemblance frong between that oak and thee ? 
Why be a willow, .then, and meanly bend? 

wed bis "me LW THER x blood.ia een end? : 


How! has thine NEART Aiſemiſe'd ; its lordly fate, 
And op'd to vitY's cry its iron. gate? | 
Or i is that heart, which ſoar'd o'er man, ſublime, 
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Says Joes . REPENTANCE wound thee? Pe tis 2 ; 

| driv' ler. | | 
Deſpiſe chat thing call d MEEKNESS— tis a ſaiv'ler, = 
With pious ſentiments, forſooth, who glows, = 
And kiſſes the vile hand that deals her blows: 15 
Spurn at FORGIVENESS, that e'en fears to chide, , | | 
And keep again the company of Din, C | 


Go herd with BRUDENELL, who, with Bardolph 83 
Scowls high contempt on all th* untitled race: 
Go herd with LEEDs, in native pride ſo ſtable, 
Who ſcorns to let his mother * ſit at table: 
Herd with the DAuxE of BLExuzim +, of hard lot, 
Whoſe pride lies poiſon'd by the lovely Seo? 3/7 
Mad that. the MarLy' ROUGH blood, where honoup 
reigns, 2 
Should join the puddle of a Sawney? 8 veins⸗: | 
Herd with the lofty *Sguirs of Strawb'ry-bill, _ - 
. Whom genealogies with rev'rence fill: | 
Who on no threads of life a value puts, 
That are not fairly ſpun from WIILIAu's guts. 
Poor MrsTazss AnGvtion has been refuſed, in form the- 
oo of a knife and fork near her moſt exalted daughter, 
* Nimium xe cr ede colori :” The duke 1 is by no means ſo /%% a 
man as he looks, 


Lady Susan Sena, equa] in good qualities, beauty, 
and accompliſhments, to any of the Speucers, is preſumed, by 
her union with her ſon, the * of 3 abſolutely to 

bavo defiled the family. 


8 2 | How 
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How great in Horace, thus to rev'rence Birih; 
HIusELT a well-known clod of common earth ! 


3 
* 


What, LoxsD ALR, melted down thy ruthleſs rage !— 
With demons once thy ſpirit dar'd engage, 
Spat on the Mos that FREEDOM'S enſign bore, 
Smil'd at his ſtorm, and mock'd his thynder-roar ; 
FaC'd keen CONTEMPT, and MURDER's ſanguine eye, 
And horſe-whipp'd whining MERCY to her fky. 
How art thou ſunk! how wither'd !—Loft, I fear. 
Where i is the Low THER ſpirit—tell me where ?— 
Speak, « can the ghoſt of congciexce haunt thy ind! 
Hear ſt than the call of DEATH in ey 'ry wind? _ 
Lo, RESOLUTION to thy terror _— 
And oer the ſkeleton of Mannood mourns! 
Go, woNnDER, to earth's utmoſt limits fly, 
And 5 if or, like this eber 1 cata int thine Bhs | 


Rouſe! and let * Richard de himſelf again == 
Forge, forge anew OPPRESSION'S galling chain; ; 
{ trip o'er his ears bold OPPOSITION'S ſkin, | 
And bid with gags the mouth of 1 FREEDOM grin. 
Bid the dark Furies all thy boſom ſteel, 
And Cumberland afreſh thine anger feel : 
Ves, yes, of Cumberland the comet blaze, 
And, crab-like, roaſt her raſcals with thy rays. 
Stretch o'er the ſhrinking town thine arm of pow'r, 
And, hydra-like, their croaking frogs devour. 
| e . Shew 
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Shew that thy breath, like xxvv's, bakefi blowy: : 
A canker be, that kills the lovely roſe. 

Prove how a riſing country may be curſt, 

And bid with * old NERo's ſpectre burſt. 


Ho . to thine eye mould be the band 

That happy fatten d on the fertile land; 

Porc'd, Cain- like, off, where Famine ſucks her nails, 
To ſtarve, or hunt the wall and hedge for ſnails.— 

Thus triumph—“ Shall pouIxIOx's enſigns ſink, 

« And to a beggar's rag, a malkin fink? 
„What, ſhall the vulture-wing, that ſcour'd the ſky, 
* Sneak to a bats, that ſhuns the public eye? 

» ſove's BIRD (the thunder from his talons torn 

Turn owl, to cry © Tee-whit* in ſome old barn? 

« What! J, through orrosiriox's ſurly ſurge 
« Who boldly dar'd ſo oft a paſſage urge, TS 
Cry out at laſt, © Help, help'—to fear a ſlave, 
Pale, panting, puking, ſpent beneath the wave? 
« Shall RESOLUTION, that defied a world, 

« Oppos'd by pigmies, from his height be hurl'd? 

** Thoſe pigmies o'er the Huge na MOUNTAIN 
ftraddle, | | 
* Or, laughing, rock the GIANT in a 2 9 
No, low-bred villains—nought my pow'r. controls; 
PI hunt you all like vermin through your holes L 
Out, root and branch—men, women, dogs, and cats; 

* Run, children, from the ruins, juſt like rats: 5 
| 2 | «© Wrz the: 
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5 Should travel only on the wings of fire. 


A Nimrod, lo! a lofty lord of earth! 
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© Writhe into ak bhe worms, md; fo my frown 
For, d—n me, all your houſes ſhall come down. 
wr etches, your heads are in the lion's jaws! + 
« Off with-them—LoxspaLE dates defy the laws, 


What though it thins my purſe, it feeds my ſpleen; 


* So, ſcythe of DESOLATION, ſweep: the ſcene.” 
Such is the glowing language thou ſhould'ſt hold, 
And nobly emulate thy sIRES of old. 

For ſpeech like this (too weak the voice of Fame) 


The mouths of cannon ſhall convey thy name—— , 


Such threat'ned deeds of hoſtile, god-like i ire, - © 


«. 


Shall . be an inmate of thy breaſt ? 


No, be a grinding-ſtone its rugged gueſt. 
Why ſhould a virtue, man, thy mind bewitch- 5 


Lo, GENEROSITY was never rich. 
What! woo the virTUuEs !—of the world the ſport— 


Nay, worſe, who dare not ſhew their noſe at counT! 


What gives the general wiſh for pow'r to glow ? 
To look contemptuous on the world below; 
To bid that world bow down, admire, adore, 
And grind the fallow faces of the poor. 


Ak, to the foreſt laws what man gave birth? 4 


Yet why ſhould hares, and partridges, and grouſe, 
Alone be raviſh'd from the farmer's houſe?—— _ 


Go, 
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Go, LowsDALE, get an act to raiſe thy fame, 
And make the farmers? wives and daughters GAME. 


Whence, on a ſudden, doſt thou thus inherit 
This ſoft, forbearing, lamb-like, dove-like ſpirit ? 
I ſaw ſharp VENGEANCE tip-toe in thine eyes: 
How comes it that the threat' ning SPIRIT dies? LM 


Yet, yet I ſee the feudal times return, 
When. tyrants bid in chains the million mourn 
When ſlaves to GRANDEUR crouch amidſt the duſt, 
And HAVOCK roams, to pleaſe the ruling laſt; 
When PRIDE as calmly from the ſhoulder plucks. 
The heads of vaſſals, as the heads of ducks. - 


Curſe on the liberty of modern days ! 

Again let Pow' her rod of iron raiſe, 

Hang the French dogs, a mangy, mongrel fry F 
That, running riot, on their huntſman fly! _ 
How are the ſacred robes of GREATNESS rent! 
Lines and NOBILITY tall n cent per cent 1 


Sure, LoxsDALE ! thou art not too weak to know 
From general riches what misfortunes flow. | 
Wealth for delicious ſlavery ſpoils a nation- 
Adieu at once to gods and adoration. 


Say, would. you bid the under-world adore, 
Crouch, flatter, tremble * the raſcals poor. 
: T mani 
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Tyrannic, would you wiſh to cut and ſtarve em! 
Their backs are at your ſervice—only carve em. 
Give them but money, quick upriſe the knaves, 
Forgetting in a moment they are ſlaves. 
Loſt to the meanneſs of their former ſtation, 
The ſcornful upſtarts dn their occupation. 
Lo, the proud BLACKSMITH, late a ſlave to coal, 
To honours turns his elevated ſoul! : 
The croſs-legg'd rA Lon, Io, forgets his peers? 
Kicks his old gooſe, the knave, and breaks his ſhears! 
»The sirow-Max ſcorns poor PUNCH; his late ſupport, 
And ſtraw-ſtuff d LAIESs of th' Arcadian court; 
This quits his camel that, his ſpelling hogs ; 
And xINGs no more can dance with dancing-dogss. 
Grant wealth—No more the humble cobler cow'rs; 
But boldly deems n blood as rich as ours, 
And blaſphemouſly thinks th' Almighty's plan 
Ordain'd no diff'rence between man and man. 
_ *'Such is the ſad effect of wealth rank pride 
Thus, mount a beggar, how the rogue will ride! 


Parent of 1INSOLENCE is WEALT i, - I ween: 
Then mid thy neiglibours let ker not be ſeen... | 
"Tis POVERTY that forges curbs for men, 
And tempts divine orrREssTox from her den. 


lt is an undeniable fact, that a certain great king (it ü 
faid, for the diverſion of his children only } held out the ſkirts 
of his coat, and danced a minnet on Windſor Terrace, ſome 

Lars lince, with one of the CANINE FIGURANTES | 


* 
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What folly, then, to let thine hoſt IRE, 
To ſuffer Cumberland to lift the noſe !— 


Down with their hoſts, and horſewhip them like dogs? 


Styes be their bed, their food the food of hogs. 


Keep famiſh” d, ſons and daughters, fathers, mothers; 
Nor let them beat in trade their grinning brothers; 


Iberian monkeys, that, to bus'neſs bred, 
Well pleas'd, for maravedes hunt the head. 


To India's hiſt'ry turn thy happy eyes, 

And bid a ſecond ſcene of horrors riſe. 

By Britons led, bid FAMINE's ſpectre train 

Pour devaſtation on the fair domain. 

What humbled victims ſunk beneath the lite l 
What thouſands, tott' ring, ſnatch'd at parting ute! 
Nought could, alas! their ſuppliant hands avail: 
In vain each feature told a ſtarving tale; 

On thoſe rieh heaps that roſe beneath their care, 
Their eye- balls faſt'ning in a deadly glare. 
There hadſt thou ſeen the ſallow babe diſtreſt, 
Hard clinging to a dying mother's breaſt; 
Beating that breaſt with little, peeviſh cry, 

Its plumpneſs wither'd, and its fountain dry: 
uch was the ſcene, whilſt ev'ry night, to ſup, 
The jackalls left their woods, to eat them up. 


Humanity” 8 a pigeon- -hearted fool, | x; 


Soft, puling, as the girl at boarding-ſchool, 
That alms upon the begging wretch beltows,”, 
And been to ſorrow at the tall of woes. 


Where 
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Where is ambition? Dead It never dies 


5 Brutes, inſects boaſt it—elephants and flies. 


The Horſe would rather the blood - ſpur ſhould gorehim, 
Than let a fellow-tray'ller pace before him: 
And lo the ſpaniel!—when the maſter cheers 


A brother, with what jealouſy he hears; | 


Unbleſt, attention how he tries to raiſe; 


Paws for a gentle pat, and whines for praiſe! 


Eye nature thro',. and mark the arm of row'n 


Bleſt on a dainty diſh of flies to dine, 
Lo, by the ſpider weav'd the ſilken line. 
A giddy. wand'rer ſtrikes the waving net; 
Hitch'd his poor pinions, hiteh'd his harmleſs feet: 
Quick from his cave, that hid his-watchful head, 
The nimble tyrant ſcours along the thread; 


Whips from the ſtore - room of his guts a ſtring, 


And binds his captive's vainly-buzzing wing; 
Remorſeleſs-deals the bite of death; and then: 


The Cacus * the victim to his den. 


Lo, hov' ring in mid "IS the caitiff kite 


Sweeps the blue vault, and wheels with watchful fight * 


A ſon of rapine, and untaught to ſpare, 
The feather'd N1MRoD roams the wild of air; 
At length his ſearching eyes with joy explore 


A hen and chicken near a farmer's door: 1 
. Suddetl-. 


x 
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Sudden the tyrant quits th Arial ſteep; 

Down from his ſphere he pours with lightning freep, 
Each iron talon fills with callous food, 

And carries off in triumph half the brood. 

In vain the parent flutters, capers, cries, | 

And kens her captive children up the ſkies; _ 
And, lo! in vain the curſing farmer runs, 

To ſend the leaden vengeance from his guns: 

Safe ſeeks the rogue ſome ſolitary ſtone, N 
To tear the trembling fleſh, and grind each bone. 


Now on the ſtream's clear boſom, pr'ythee, peeps; 
See, fly below, the alligator creep : 
Whate'er he ſcizes, yields to fate's dread laws, 
Cruſh'd in his hard.inexorable jaws. 


Theſe be thy great examples—careful mind em, 
And.do not in a tittle lag behind em. 
Be thou the ſpider that devours the flies; 
Be thou the:tyrant kite that ſcours the ſkies ; 
Be thou the hard-mouth'd ſubtle alligator, 


The inexorable monarch of the water. 


And lo, the lords of ocean !—fſee the hae 
On all th' inferior hoſts of ſea regale 
The ſhark, the grampus—how before their eye 
The affrighted under-world of fiſhes fly 1 


Then why not man, endu'd with giant pow r, 
The region of inferior mortals ſcour ? 


For 
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| For tlice, then, was all Cumberland deſign'd, 
| The whale, the ſhark, the grampus of mankind ! 
TE at thy foot, the people whine and pray _ 
| But kick them, LonspaLe—tis the LowTurn way: 
þ | Tread on each neck, and deem it but a beaſt, 

And emulate the tyrants of the Eaſt. 

Perchance thou feareſt to be d—n'd, or /o 2 
On that thou ſhould'ſt have ponder” d long © ago, 
Look at thy borougho— not one vote ome: 
Can give a CANDIDATE the mob-rais'd throne, 
Thus, to the ſhrine of -virRTUs mult be giv n 

More than one deed, to ſeat the ſoul in heav'n. 
Deem otherwiſe it were too mad by half ——- | 


MAB rare, AA ores. hes 


' | a: cob how would * ſhoe-makers and angels laugh! - 
1 * LE With abject pray” r, behold! WHITEBAVEx: plies JN 
| | thee | [ 

Heed not her men—'tis plain they all de «ſpiſe thee. 'X 
For, aſk thyſelf, « Amid this ſmutty nation, T 
A 


„What have 1 done to merit approbation 5 


Look !—has coxTRITION ſwell'd a ſingle eye? 

| Lift !—from one boſom canſt thou hear her ſigh ? 
Nought like a tear, and nought reſembling moan! 
Knee and mouth penitence, indeed, alone. ; 
With voices louder than the common CRYER'S, 

: 1 hear cheir hearts abuſe their tongues for liars! 


* Shoe-makers are bees the moſt ape dei votes in 
Funny boroughs. | 5 
. * | | | ; For, VC 
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For, Lord! how ole 1 like thee? 4 who « can 
tell? 

Their noſes never caught thy kitchen's ſmell; 

For meat is apt opinion to improve, | 

And ſtomachs form a turnpike-gate to love. 


Klrx of the North, again, and yet again, 
I bid thee ſpread thy terrors o'er the plain. 
Hang o'er thoſe ſparrows with o'er-ſhadowing pride, 
And bid them trembling in their thatches hide: 
O, wake thy plagues, and break the ſhameful truce ; 
Unmuzzle VENGEANCE—let the blood-hound looſe, 
To bid HUMANITY, pale fool, adieu, | 
And fleſh his hunger on the coal-black crew. 
Thus ſhall the Low Tuen name again be great, 
Men tremble at the ſound, and children ſweat; 
High o'er thy walls, to prove a hofty one flave, 
The lordly flag of TYRANNY ſhall wave: 
Thus at thy feet ſhall dumb oN DIExcx fall, 
And H-LL,+n luſtre, yield to LOWTHE R-HALL. 
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MORE MONEY! 


Was. © 
ODES OF INSTRUCTION | 
Po 
| Nur 4 P T Ns T: 


1 Duid non mortalia fedora cogtsy | 
Auri facra fames : # 5 „%% VIROTH 
O Gold! thou precious faſcinating evil, 
Say, * what ſoul thou haſt not p d the devil? * 


8 Hlectere 7 8 Super os, Acheronta movebo. V1 R GIL» 
Sao to the Houſe—beg, threaten, nay, compel for't: 
+ We muſt have Money, though we ſhake all Hell for't. 


READ ER, 


THE rumour of an intended and ſpeedy applica- 


lag to Parliament for more Money for the Kixs, 
gave birth to the following Odes. Though by n9 


means an advocate for Mr. Paine's violent ſyſtem of 


Revolution, I am too much the Fotr or THE Pko- 
PLF, not to ſing for a Reformation. To the Ovzs 
is ſul oined a ſort of make-weight Poetry. As the 


Pieces 


AV ARIETY of other CHOICE MATTERS. 


4 _ 8 


PETER PENDAR, ESQ. 207 


* . 


* „— 


Pieces are — to in the Ops, I deemed it not 
_ amiſs to publiſh them To be ſure, they add to the 


price as well as the bull of the Pamphlet; but, as 


I ſtill profeſs myſelf free from political corruption, 
notwithſtanding a wicked report to the contrary (for 
6REAT POETS as well as GREAT KINGS may be tra- 
duced), I flatter myſelf that thou wilt be proud of 
the opportunity of Paying a ſmall tribute to Pu BI 


VIRTUE. | 
x : ö ; F. Mt 


* 


o 1, 


Mow Money wanted 1 tis a brazen lie; 
"Tis Orrosiriox's diſappointed ery; 

A poiſon'd ſhaft to wound the beſt of Kings 
More Money ! 'tis a poor invented Roh 7 
To cloud with dire diſgrace the King of Glory 
D—n'd * to a hi Fame's exalted wings. 


More Money! tis a little dirty tale, 

To ſink of popularity the gale 

That wafts the name of Gxono to utmoſt earth; 
A ſnake that ſhould be ſtrangled in its birth. 


More Money !—'tis a Party- trick ſo mean, 
To make us fick of our good King and Go ! 
"7 2 | We 
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We have no more to give—a truce to grants, 
That make the State a field devour'd by wants: 
The ruſt that eats the cannon— the rank weed 
That dares the veſſel's courſe ſublime impede; 
The worm that knaws its native keel, th' i ingrate, 
And opes the world of waters for its fate; 

A ſpreading cancer that demands the knife ; - | 
. Woite preys upon the Nation's life. 


Hive Money, |—what a ſound !—the "TEM belt 
That tolls the Conſtitution's knell, 


Clap a hot iron on the patriot tongues, 
For loading ſpotleſs Majeſty with wrongs: 
Nay, tear thoſe tongues, th' offenders, from their holes, 
Foul Bande that pour the froth from poiſonꝰ d ſouls. 
Taxa to the eyes, King groans i the fois OY : 
Away, then, DEFAMAT10N's baleful breath, 
That blows on VIRTVE's bud, the blight of death. 


| Yet ſhould it happen that the. Beſt of Kings 
_ Should whiſper to his Miniſter frange things, 
And bid thee Money aſk, the tempting curſe ; 
Then. firmy Tuov, the Nation's ſteward, ſay 
(With rev'rence due to Royalty, I pray) 5 

% Dread Sire, have merey on your People's purſe. 8 


Another word for à Mole. 
7 7 | OS 4. O 
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O King, your calculations have miſled ye : 

« Millions on millions you have had already. 

„% Oh! let * DiscrETION from the Virtue band 
% Be call'd to Court, to take you by the hand. 


mw 
pay 


You really do not know how rich you are: 
Your wealth, ſo wondrous makes your ſubjects 


LA, 
Lay 


ſtare 

„ Squeez'd from ana cities, towns, and hovels : 
HawxsB'RY:and Courts, can ſhow ſuch heaps of 

. treaſure, | | "3% 0 
Such loads of guineas for the royal pleaſure, 
« Heav'd into iron cheſts with ſhovels! 
Then. how can Majeſty be poor ? 
Your coffers, Sir, are running o'er.” 


- 
* 


* 
— 


—— 
* 


L 
2 


ODE an 


SAY to the King, che with 3 . 
For who would manners unto Kings neglect?) 
„ Pread Sir, to Hoſpitals you little grant, 
Vour magic Name ſupplying every want 


This is fruitleſs advice, I fear—The Passons are 3 
powerful for the gentle Vix r urs. See my beautiful Addreſs to 
«thoſe LADIES in this Work. bs 
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« And then how ran tis vou give a \ treat! 
« And then your mutton, veal, and beef, you Kill, 


The ſtomachs of your favour'd Few to fill—— 


e Avg butchers ſwear tis very pretty meat. 


„ And lo, you kill your own delightful lambs ; 


« And beat old BAKEWELL* in the breed of rams, 


And never wiſh to keep a thing for finery : 
« Thus are parterres of Richmond and of Kew 
« Dug up for bull and cow and ram and ewe, 


« And Windſor Park, fo glorious, made a ſwinery. 


And lo, your Dairy thriving, let me ſay, 
% As not one drop of milk is giv'n away 
« So ſays your little Dairy-maid ſo ſweet, 

« Whoſe beauties many a ſmile ſo gracious meet; 
* And ſmiling like the blooming May, 
Who ſhows the milk-ſcore ev'ry day. 

„% How then can Majeſty be poor? 

« Your cheſts, Sir, muſt be running o er. 


« Your Oratorios, that expences bred, 
And Dyoxx of CUMBERLAND +, ſo dear, are dead, 


» 


* We have more reverence than to ſay, a a Grazier of 


the North, 


+ By the Jack of the Duke, a Go annual 3 mcome reverted 


to his Majeſty. 


15 That 


ic 
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« That gave 7 tis aid) your Majeſty much pain—. 
« The Nation kindly paid your Doctors? bills, 
« | mean the WIILISEõ, for toil and pills, | 

That brought you to your Wiſdom, Sire, again 

«© Then how can Majeity be poor? | 


« Your coffers muſt be running o'er... 


Cabbage and carrot without end, 

„The Windſor Gard' ners“ daily ſend; 

& Proud that their vegetables load the board. 
© Of Britain's High and Mighty Lon pop! 


„Of this, their glad poſterity ſhall boaſts 

« For ſuch an honour never ſhould be loſt— 

„Thus ſhall they cry in triumph to their neighbours, 

« Crown'd were our great great great Forefathers' 
laboursz | . | 

* Whoſe praiſe thro? Fame's long trumpet ever rings, 

“For giving Cabbages to Kings ! 


* Preſents of ev'ry ſort of thing are made, 
Without the ſlighteſt danger of offending, 

10 Either from Gentlemen, or men in trade; 

, © Your Majeſties are both ſo condeſcending—- 
« Folks for acceptance never beg and pray; 
For preſents never yet were turn'd away. 
People meet much encouragement. indeed, 
For ſending rarities and pretty things; 


Not now. See the N ADMIRATION. 
4 AE. 
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Although ſuch rarities you do not need 
« Such is the ſweet humility of Kings. 

c Then how can Majeſty be poor? 
« Your coffers muſt be running o'er. 


&« Card-entertainment tis you chiefly give, 

& By which the Chandlers ſcarce can live 

* For ſoon as cer you leave the little rout, 
„The candles are immediately blown out! 

“ Sy quickly ſeiz'd on by ſome candle-ſhark, 

«© LADIES and Gentlemen are in the dark *. 
„Where what has happen'd, heav'n alone can tell, 
« As DARKNESS oft turns pimp t' undo a BELLE.” 


11 


Son 


SAY to thy King (but, as I've ſaid before, | =. 
With due reſpe&), By G—, you can t be poore | 

« Sometimes a little Concert is mad? wy - 
Where nought is giv'n to eat or ſup —— * 


«© Where Mus1C makes an economic pother; 
« Where, with a ſolitary tweedle tweedle, | 
« A pretty melancholy fiddle | 
« Squeaks at the abſence of his little tber on 


* At the breaking - up of a Royal Card- party, this is con- 
ftantly done :— the poor Maids of Honour, and the Gentle - 
| _ may grope their way how mou can, 


| « Whoſe 
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6 Whoſe W would be a enjoy d, 

« But coſts 790 much. to be employ'd! 

„Where Fiscarr's inſtrument (a frugal choice) 
« Serves both for hautboys: and for voice | 
„As BilLixnGToN and Mara, to the King, 

« And that perverſe STORACE: would not fing *., 
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Lo! 5 ſome Woman's order (fie upon her!) 
The pretty, harmleſs, modeſt Maids of Honour 
Are forc'd to furniſh for their beds, the ſneet 
„The pillow- caſes too, ſays Fame, 
By order of ſome high-commanding Dame, 
6 To whoſe ſweet ſoul economy is ſweet. 


Pear Maids of Honour! what a ſin of ſing, 
That Britain can't accommodate your ſkins ! 


Poor GENEROSITY is ſadly lam'd ; 
« And yet the noble Beaſt was, ne*er rode hard- 
„Pale, cold Economy feems. quite aſham' d, 
Who never plays an idle card: 1 
„Nay, AVARICE, her mother, with ſurpriſe 
* Turns up the whites, ſo ſad, of both her eyes. 


_ * When Moxsizux Nicor ar, His MajzesTy's firſt fas. + 
vourite, firſt fiddle, and firf news-monger, went with His Ma- 
1E5TY's Commands to MA DAM ST*****, to aſſiſt at a ſort of a 
concert at Buckingham-Houſe, the Songſtreſs, ſmiling on him 
with the moſt ineffable contempt, aſked him, What, Nico- 


( 


Lal, I am to ing at the old price, I ſuppoſe ?''——meaning no- 
king — 6 My compliments to your Maſter and, Miſtreſs, and: 
: tcl them I am better engaged.” 


To. 
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« To Wit you nothing give to Learning nought : 
« Lo, in his garret, MATHEMATICS pines, 

« Where, hungry after bread and cheele and thought, 
He forms with Brother Spiders uſeleſs lines, 


„ Th' expence of New-Year's Ode is felt no more! 
© Thus is that needleſs, tuneleſs hubbub o'er ; 

« All praiſe muſt center in the Birth-day Song: 
The Virtues muſt be lump'd together—yes! _ 
„And then (if ſubjefts may preſume to gueſs) 

The LAUREAT need not make it very long. 


— 


«A had of praiſe is a ſiuffo_m 


% SIE, don't you think, at times, one line enough? D 


« What's chriſten'd Merit, often wants a crutch 
Thus then angle line may be too much. 


« Invain the Firſt of Poets tunes his pipe; 

« His whiſtle ne'erſqueez'd ſixpence from your gripe 
„Vain all Epiſtles, vain his heay'nly Odes : 

« No, no! poor PETER may his ſtrain prolong ; | 

« The dev'l a farthing will reward his ſong, 
The ſong that ſhould have celebrated Gods! 


has In vain for Royal patronage he ſigh'd: 
« In vain (ſome ſay) the modeſt Bard apply'd 

% To gain his Book your patronifing name— 
% And if this Bard, whom all the Nix inſpire, - 
„ Inftead of generous oil to feed his fire, 


6“ Finds cold cold water flung upon his flame : 
| « If 
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1” he, ah! vainly fighs for dedication, 
« Woe to the wwitlings of the Nation! ! 


What though uncouth his ſhape, and dark his face; 
Whoſe breeding Mother mi ight for charcoal long 3 
Still may the BarD abound in verſe and grace, 
And love for Majeſty, divinely ſtrong. 


Then heed not, SIRE, a clumſy form ſo fat, 
« And fombre phiz, DAME NATURE's work, unkind: 
Great mouſing qualities, with many a cat, 


« Of perfect uglineſs, a lodging ſind. 


Obſerve a fat, black, greafy lump of coal; 

« Lo, to that moſt ungraceful piece of earthy 
« A warm and lively luſtre owes its birth; 

A flame in this world, pleaſant to the ſoul. 


To ſhapeleſs clouds, that, waggon-like, along 
Move cumbrous, ſcowling on the twilight heav'n, 
At times, behold, the pureſt ſnows belong ! 
Jo ſuch, of rain the lacid drops are giv'n: 
Nay, mid the maſs ſo murky and forlorn, 

Behold the lightning's vivid beam is born! 1 


day—* Mighty Monarch, meh Mrntr Pines 

« Hid like the uſeleſs gem amid the mines. 

our gracious ſmile, which all the world reveres, 
« Your wealth had cpen'd her pale cloſing eye,' 
„% Which Hops on:e Erig' ten'd with a ſpark of joy, 


* And cruel D.SAPPOINTMENT queach'd with tears.“ 
ODE 
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O0 DE IV. 
THEN unto Majeſty ſhalt thou repeat 
The lines that are to Majeſty a treat, 
Proverbs that economic ſouls revere ; 
To wit—* A pin a day's a groat a year 
« A little ſaving is no fin: 
Near is my ſhirt, but nearer is my ein 
« A penny ſav'd, a penny got” 
© "Tis money makes the old mare trot —— 
Then ſay, © With ſuch wiſe dere, I'm ſure 
« No Monarch ever can be poor.“ ä 


Say too, © Great Sir, your Queen is very rich 
« Witneſs the di'monds lodg'd in ev'ry ſtitch 
«© Of Madam's petticoat *, of broad effulgence; 
«© Where flame ſuch jewels on its ample field, 
As only to her charms and virtues yield, 
„ So very noble, God's and Man's indulgence!” 


Now may'ſt thou raiſe thy tone a little higher— 
Not 'Sguire, for that's impertinent, but“ Sire,” 
Firm ſhalt thou fay, © the Realm is not a wizard, 
« Quick, with a word, to make the guineas ſtart, 
Jo pleaſe a Monarch's gold-admiring heart 
& In Oy Britannia grumbles i in her gizzard. 


» This famous petticoat affordeth a vleaſavt hiſtory— one part 
of which is, that it was watched all night by a certain Great 


Man, on a particular occaſion, to prevent its being ſtolen. 
OO 66 Sire 


— — 


1 


Sire, let me ſay, the Realm will ſmell a rat, 

6 And'cry, s Oh! oh! I know what you are at | 
« Is this your cunning, Master BILLY PITT? 

© What, Maſter BrLLY! try to touch his Grace? 

© To keep your moſt, moſt honourable place? | 

3 Is this pour flaming i fat ? 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. | 2 


a Thick as may be the head of poor John Bull, 

CI bs Beaſt hath got /ome brains within his ſkull ; 
A pair of dangerous horns, too, let me add ; 

© Dare but to make the generous creature mad.” 


Thus may ſt thou decently thy voice exalt 
And add, “ Soft fires, O Monarch, make good malt; 
„The kiln, much forc'd, may blaze about our ears, 
« And then may Fate be buſy with his ſhearg—— 
For then, with all his fame, your daring SQUIRE 
„May, rat-like, ſqueak unpitied in the fire.” | 


Proclaim that Reputation is a jewel, | 

And life, without it, merely water-grueh—— 

Say, that a King who ſeeks a deathleſs name, 5 
Turns not to News- papers to ſind a fame; | 
Where paragraphs (a Miniſterial job) 

Report the half-crown howlings of a Mob. 


Inform the Monarch, when he goes to * 
Verſe to his parting * mes be givin 
vox. III. * | Fon 
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"Ev n Faris s verſe, for which a "RE 8 
Verſe.which the PozT.ev'n to Brutes * can give, 


To bid their lucky. names immortal live, 


| Yet to a King the ſacred gift deny! 


Bay, « Sire, we've crippled the poor people's backs; 


Dread Sir, they are moſt miſerable hacks —— 


How *tis they bear it all, is my ſurpriſe ! 
J. cannot catch another tax indeed, - 
« With all your fox-hounds noſes, and my ſpeed, 
5 Your humble greyhound, tho? all teeth and eyes. 


40 The State, Sir, you will candidly "I 


Has been t' ye a moſt excellent milch cow ; 
For you, ah! many a bucket has been fill'd— 7 
But truſt me, Sir, the Cow mult not be kill'd. 


b * 7 : 
& So numerous are your wants, and ey ſo keen, 


That verily a hundred thouſand pounds 


„ Seem juſt as in a bullock's mouth a bean! 


« A pound of butter *midfſt a pack of hounds ! 
«© Have mercy on us, Sir—you can't be _ 
oy. Your cofferz really muſt be pn o'er.” 


_ » Gay, © Sin, your Wiſdom. s e ee 3 


on Then do not put your Servant in a ſweat——— 


W . of half the Kings in Chriſtendom. 


This is literally true. I, the Lyz1ic Prrrz, aſſert, that 
J have written a moſt beautiful Elegy to an old Friend, a 
Dying Ass, with more feeling than I could e the 
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: 
« He hates ſnapdragon—'tis a game of danger | 
„The ſound, more Money, the whole realm appalls ;. 
Still, ſtill it vibrates on SA1NT STEPHEN's walls; 
« Our Beaſt, the PuBx.1c, ſoon mult eat the manger.” 


Wd 


*. 


Say, * Good my Lixox, indeed there's no more hay. 
« Kind-hearted King, indeed there's no more corn 
« Our Hack, OLD EncLanD, ſadly falls away; 
« Lean as od ROSINANTE,. and forlorn.”” 


Say, © SIRE, your Parliament I dare not meet; 
« For verily I've ſome remains of grace— _ 
If forc'd with money-meſſages to greet, 
« Your Majeſty muſt lend me H=—xry's face. 
1 2 85 | «x 


The cry of „ More Money, more Money,” brings to re 
tollection a little dialogue, amongſt the many, that hap» 
pened between the Kins of the MosquiTors and myſelf, in- 
the Government-houſe at Jamaica, during the adminiſtra» 
tion of the late Sta WILLIAM TreLAwny, —His MajesTY 
was a very ſtout black man, exceedingly ignorant, neverthe- 
leſs poſſeſſed of the ſublimeſt ideas of Royalty; very riotous, and 
grievouſly inclined to get drunk. He came to me one day, 
with a voice more like that of a bullock than a king, roaring» 
„Mo drink for King, mo drink for King!“ 


1 FE 
King, you are drunk already. 


* 2 | | Kins; 
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8 I Ron wot Parkamaent will ſay, ſo 5 


More Money, MASTER BIIIVI very fine! 


»The inpudence of Highwaymen, my lad, 


By Gd! is Perfect mode 22 to thine, 5 
« SInE, SInE, the moment than I mention Moxp v, 


« Pm ſure the anſwer will be NIxN xv Nox xv.“ 


- 


* 
3 % 


ODE: vi. 


N OW, Prev, put forth a ſmall prophetic ſo andy 
| Say, © Kings ſhould keep their Rate, but not 


de rich 


Ves, ſay, © they never ould with wealth abound, 


« As money might the royal mind bewitch.“ 
Say, © Gambling Monarchs p9/rbly may ſpring, 
« And Stocks be at the mercy of a King 


And if for Boroughs figh their great affections, 
4 Rare buſineſs for the DEvIIL at elections! 


POT CON 
2 Y 2 — ” _ A — Y 
4 . — 5 — 


| KING. 
No! not King no drunk —King no e drink for 
King—Broder George love drink” opts the King of 


| England), 
. 0 
Broder George docs not love drink: he is a ſaber man. 
| Kix. 


But King of Moſquito love drink—me will have 1 mo, drink 
me love drink like devil me drink whole ocean. 


«A 
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« A King and Cobler quarrelling for votes!“ 


Then lift thine head, and alſo lift thine eyes, 

And drawing of thy mouth the corners down, 
Exclaim (as ſtricken with a deep ſurpriſe), 

« Not that I think a Man who wears a crown . 
Would act ſo meanly, Sir, or-ever did 


No! God forbid, dread Sovereign God forbid!'ꝰ 


Such are my counſels, Pix. Thy King, perchance; 
May, ſmiling, hear thee oracles advance; 

And pitying thee for hinting reformation 

To ſuch a King of /ich a Nation, | 
May ſtun thee with two proverbs all ſo pat 
4 What, what, P1TT— Play a jig to an old Cat? 
What, preach—-what, preach to me on Money-wit! 
Old Foxes want no tutors, Biuuy PitT.” 


Reformation is a moſt difficult and dangerous ſubjet—Ha- 
zarding a critique on the work of a very eminent Artiſt, ſome: 
eas ago, what. was the cunſequence ?—Sce the Ode. | 
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« A Monarch offering his own heads and notes—— - 
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I know what Parliament will ſay, ſo mad 
© More Money, MasTer BILLY ! very fine! 
The inpudence of Highwaymen, my lad, 
By Gd! is Perfect modeſty to thine, 
« SInE, Sink, the moment than I” mention Mor v, 
Im ſure the anſwer will be $ Ninxy Noxxy.” | 


EY 


O DE VI. 


N oth 9 8 put forth a ſmall prophetic ſound; 
„Kinds ſhould . their ſtate, but not | 
f be rich? | 
Ves, fay, te they never ſhould with wealth bound, 
As money might the royal mind bewitch.“ 
gay, „Gambling Monarchs po/ibly may ſpring, = 
And Stocks be at the mercy of a King 
'« And if for Boroughs ſigh their great affections, 
«© Rare bulineſs or the Drvir at elections! 


2. 
Ye 


* 2 . : —— * _— ben A. 
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KING. 
j | No wh King no drunk—King no 83 drink for 
# _ KRing—Broder George love drink” an the King of 
| England), | 


PP... | 
Broder George docs not love drink': he is a ſober man. 
| KING. | | 
But King of Moſquito love drink—me will have mo, drink 
me love drink like devil me drink whole ocean, 
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« A Monarch offering his own heads and notes 
A King and Cobler quarrelling for votes!“ 


Then lift thine head, and alſo lift thine eyes, 
And drawing of thy mouth the corners down, 
Exclaim (as ftricken with a deep ſurpriſe), 
« Not that I think a Man who wears a crown . 
« Would act ſo meanly, Sir, or- ever did 


« No! God forbid, dread Sovereign=God forbid!” 


Such are my counſels, Pr r. Thy King, perchances 
May, ſmiling, hear. thee oracles advance ; | 
And pitying thee for hinting reformation. 

To fuch a King of ſuch a Nation, 

May ftun thee with two proverbs all fo pat- 

« What, what, PiTT— Play a jig to an old Cat? 5 

„What, preach what, preach to me on Money-wit! 
* Old Foxes want no tutors, BILLY PI TT.“ 


* Reformation is a moſt difficult and dangerous ſubjeQt—Ha- 
zarding a critique on the work of a very eminent Artiſt, ſome: 
Jeass ago, what. was the conſequence ?Sce the Ode. | 
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THE following Elegy was written on the Royal Scheme of 
fattening Cattle ſolely on Horſe-cheſnuts, which (had it ſur- 
cceded) muſt have been attended with prodigious ſavings. 
The Bullocks tried what they could do, but were forced te 

| give up the point, and nearly the ghoſt! _ EY | 


HE ROYAL BULLOCKS. 
: A CONSOLATORY axy PASTORAL ELEGY. 


YE horn'd inhabitants of Windſor Fark, 
Where reign'd ſweet Hoſpitality of yore, 


Why are you not as merry as the lark? 
Why i is it that fo 1 you roar? 


Ah me! I gueſs the cls !—our glorious King 
Would fatten cattle in the cheapeſt way —— 

It is, it is, horſe-cheſnats !—that's the thing 
Which gives each face the cloud: of dire diſmay. 


Say, do the prickles ſtab ao gentle VIP — 
You wiſh t' oblige the King; but ah! with gain Ml 1 

You turn them round and round, to bite afeard, | 
And faintly mumbling, drop them out again. 


Fain would I comfort ye with better meat—— 
God knows I pity ev'ry plaintive tone | 7 
Sladly your gums with turnips would I greet, 


Aud give the fragrant hay to ſoothe each groan. 
8 5 Say; 
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Say, are the nuts too ſalid to be chewd? 
Of want of nut- crackers do ye complain? 
Ve make up awkward mouths upon your food; 
But plaint of ev'ry ſort is pour'd in vain. 
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Condemn'd on ſuch hard fare to ſup and dine, 
And often by its ſtubborn nature foil d, 
perhaps you wiſh it roaſted, gentle Kine, 
Or probably you wiſh it ſtew'd or boil'd. 


But. coals coſt money—labour muſt be ſav' d- 
Know, this would prove a great expence indeed :, 
Ah! Kine, by ſuch economy cloſe-ſhav'd, 
| Your bellies grumble, and your mouths muſt bleed: 


Your leanneſs mortifies the King of Nations: 
Diſpleas'd, he wonders that you won't grow fat: 

Your high Back-bones employ his ſpeculations, 
Much your poor bellies exerciſe his chat. 


The Man whoſe lofty head adorns a crown, 
That Routly ſtudies bullocks, Pigs, and books, 
Wants much to ſee you knock'd by butchers. down, 
And hung in fair array upon their hooks. 


Yet, murm”ring creatures, life is vaſtly fwvect—— _ 
For life, were I a bullock, I ſhould figh : : 
Much rather make a ſacrifice to meat; ; | | 

Live on horſe-cheſnute, than on n turnips die. 
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A MORAL REFLECTION 
ON THE PRECEDING ELEGY: 


HOW can the eye, in Nature's ſoftneſs dreſt, 
S8o harden'd, ſee the different tribes around; 
Behold che grazing cattle all fo bleſt, 
And lambkins W ſport, with ſweeteſt found} 


Then gliſt'ning, in a firain of triumph cry, 

__« Your throats, young gentlefolks, will ſoon be cut 
% You, ſweet Miſs Lamb, moft ſpeedily ſhall die 

66: Soon on the ſpit, you, Matter Calf, be put?” 


How can the tongue, amid the mingled noiſe 
Of gooſe, duck, turkey, pigeon, cock and hen, 

Exclaim, © Aye, aye, good fowls, your cackling joys 
& Soon ceaſe, to fill with mirth the mouths of men?” 


IL cannot meet the lambkin's aſking eye, N 
Pat her ſoft neck, and fill her mouth with food, 

Then fay, “ Ere evening cometh, thou ſhalt die, P 
44 And drench the knives of butchers with thy blood.” 7 

1 cannot fling with lib'ral hand the 3 A 
And tell the feather'd race fo bleſt around, 

For me, ere night, you feel of death the pain; 5 N 


«. With broken necks you flutter on the ground.” 
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How vile “ Go, creatures of th* Almighty's hand; 
Enjoy the fruits that bounteous Nature yields; 
u Graze at your caſe along the ſunny land 

« Skim the free air, and ſearch the fruitful fields 


„Go, and be happy in your mutual loves; 
« No violence ſhall ſhake your ſhelter'd home; 
© Tis life and liberty ſhall glad my grovesz 


The cry of Murder ſhall not damn my dome; 


Thus ſhould I ſay, were mine a bond and wad 
And lo, to me a parent ſhould you fly, 

And run, and lick, and peck with love my at 
And crowd around me with a fearleſs eye. 


And you, O wild inhabitants of air, 
To bleſs, and to be bleſt, at PE TRR“ s call, 
Invited by his kindneſs, ſhould repair; 
Chirp on his ys and hop — his hall. 


No ſchoolboy” s hand mould dare your neſts invade, 
And bear to cloſe captivity your Young —— 

Pleas'd would I ſee them flutt'ring from the ſhade, 
And 49 my window call the ſons of ſong. | 


And You, 0 natives of the flood, ſhould play 
Unhurt amid your cryſtal realms, and ſleep : 
No hook ſhould tear you from your loves away; 


No net ſurrounding form its fatal ſweep. 


Pleas'd: 
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Pleas'd mould J gaze upon your gliding chrong, 
Fo ſport invited by the ſummer beam; 
Now moving in moſt folemn march along, 
Now darting, leaping from the * ſtream. ” 


How far more grateful to the ſoul the joy, 
Thus cheerful, like a ſet of friends, to treat ye, 


| Than, like the bloated Epicure, to cry, 


= i Zounds ! What rare dinners !—G=d! how. [ 
could eat ye!“ 


U 


ELEGY oN MY DYING ASS, PETER: 


FRIE ND of my youthful days, "IR ever paſt, 


When whim and harmleſs folly rul'd the hour; 
Ah! art thou ſtretch'd amid the ſtraw at laſt !— 
Theſe eyes with tears thy dying looks: . 


Bleſt, would I ſoften thy hard bed of dem; 


And with new floods the fount of life ſupply.— 
O PerzR, bleſt would I prolong thy breath, 


| Renew each nerve, and cheer thy beamleſs eye. 5 


But wherefore wiſh Thy lot is that of al 


Thy Friend who mourns, muſt yield te to Nature” th 


lav 


Like thee muſt fink—and ofer each dark*ning ball 
Wal Death's cold hand th? eternal curtain draws | 


Piteous 


if 
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Piteous thou lifreſt up 15 feeble head, 

And mark'ſt me dimly, with a dumb adieu 
And thus amid thy hopeleſs looks I read, 
Faint is thy Servant, and his moments few— 


& With thee no longer bleſt, the lanes I tread— 

„ Thoſe times, ſo happy, are for ever oer _ 
« Ah! why ſhould Fate ſo cruel cut our thread, 
And part a friendſhip that muſt meet no more? 


« Oh! when theſe lids ſhall cloſe (the will of Fate), 
Oh! let in peace theſe aged limbs be laid— 
„Mid that lov'd field which ſaw us oft of late, 

Beneath our fav'rite willow's ample ſhade. 


And if my Mafter chance to wander nigh, 

© Beſide the ſpot where PgTER's bones repoſe! 

„Oh! let your Servant claim one little figh— 
Grant this—and, bleſt, theſe eyes for ever cloſe.” 


Yes, thou poor SPIRIT, yes—thy wiſh is mine— 
Yes, be thy grave beneath the willow's gloom— 
There ſhall the ſod, the greeneſt ſod, be thine ; 


And there the brighteſt flow'r of Spring ſhall bloom. 


Oft to the field as HEALTR my footſtep draws, 
Thy turf ſhall ſurely catch thy Maſter's eye; 
There on thy ſleep of death ſhall Friendſhip pauſe, | 
Dwell on paſt 1 and leave thee with a ſigh. 
Se ect 
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Sweet is remembrance of our youthful hours, 
When Innocence upon our actions ſmil'd ! 


Thou a wild cub, and Ja cub as wild? 


Pleas'd will I tell how oft we nos 40 am; 5 
How oft we wander'd at the peep of morn; 


And Silence liſten'd to the Beetle's horn. 


Thy victories will I recount with joy; 
The various trophies by thy fleetneſs won; 
- And boaſt that I, thy playfellow, a boy, 
Beheld the feats by nameſake. PzTER done. 
Ves, yes, (for grief mult yield at times to glec) 
| | Amidſt my friends I oft will tell our tale; 
«x When lo, thoſe friends will ruth thy ſod to ſee, 
i| And call thy peaceful region PETER's VAL E. 


AN ACADEMIC ODE. 


THIS Ode was written ſome years ſince, and was milla;d ; but 

is fortunately recovered. —It hinteth at the univer ſal rage for 
Reputation, and attacketh Painters who pitifully Wince at 
the gently-referming touch of Criticiſm. | 


ALAS! ! who has not fondneſs for a name ? 
Lo, Nature wove it on our infant frame ! ſ 


From 


%> 


What though AmB1T10w ſcorn'd our humble pow'rs, | 


Till Night would wrap the world in ſpectred gloom, 
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From b dw to ear-conſounders, 
Each vainly fancies he poſſeſſes killing tones; 
Ev'n from the Manas and the BiLLINGT0Xs, 


Down to the wide-mouth raſcals crying flounders 


Nay, Watchmen deem their merits nennt mall, 


Proud of a loud, clear, melancholy bawl ; 


Nay, proud too of that inſtrument the Rattle, 
That draws the hobbling Brotherhood to battle. 


Ves, yes! much vanity's in human nature 
Like mad dogs, that abhor the water, 

The Painters hate to hear their faults ai 
And though I ſing them in the % of rhimes, 
Such are the reformation-curſing times, | : 


The fooliſh fellows really wiſh me dead. 


Now this is great depravity, I fear 


My Tale, too, proveth it, as noon day clear. 


THE TALE OF VAN TRUMP. 


_ Myxuzgr Van Taume, who painteth very well, 
Flam'd at my gentle criticiſms, like hell 


“Poor Vretch (cried TruUMP), I'm much dat 
Rogue's ſuperiors — 
Ven he, poor louſy dog, be ded an rot, 
* Van Trump by Peepels vil not be forgot, 
4 But lif 1 in all de mouths of my Poltcriors” — 
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Meaning indeed by this ſeverity, 
His name would live to all pofterity. 


Upon a day, ſome goodly folks and fine, 


Arriv'd, to barter praiſe for beef and wine z 
Academicians were the wights, I trow, 


The very men to dine with Van and Vnow. 


% 


'To Madam Trump Hd an the carving work 


So ſticking in a fowl's ſweet breaſt her for 


& J wiſh this fork” (quoth angry Madam Trump, 
Wriggling from fide to fide her angry rump) 
„Were now as deep in PETER PixDaR's heart,” 
& Vell zed—dat's clever—Jantelmans, dat's vit, 
Quoth VAax—* ſpake it vonce more, my dear, 
a bit | 
44 Now don't you tink, Sirs, dat my Vrow' 8 dam 
{mart *? | 


cc Now, Jantelmans, I ax you if you pleaſe,” 
| Raar'd V ax, upſtarting—catching fire like tinder- 
4 Will drenk von dam goot bumper pon our knees 
« Come, Sirs, Da- nn to dat PETER Pix DA.“ 
Plump down the great Academicians fell, | 
And My drank th' immortal . to hell! 


3 


Such, Fm aſham'd to OY 's the run mind 
Contaminating poor Mankind. 5 


Here 
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| Howe too a a littte Moral may be "SP ; | 
Reformers are good folks the Million hate 
And who, if hang'd, or ſhot, or burnt, I ween, 
| Repentant, find their folly out, 700 late. | 


THE PROGRESS OF ADMIRATION; 
or, THE WINDSOR GARDENERS. | 


WHEN fir W 3 to Windſor went, 
Lo, almoſt ev'ry mouth was rent 
With what ?—with gaping on the royal 'p pair: 1 8 
Indeed from Eaſt and Weſt and North and South, 
Arriv'd large cargoes both of eye and mouth, 
To feat on N their gape and ſtare. 


Not Poren, the mighty Foren W of joke, 
Eier W __— fuch a herd of — 


Amongſt the Ae ful of . f 
Appear'd fair Windſor's Gan br vx NATION, 

Blazing with Loyalty's bright torches——  * 
They humbly came their Majeſties to greet, - 
Begging their Majeſties to come and treat, 

On ev'ry ſort of fruit, their grand Allforches. 
The couple fmil'd aſſent, and aſk'd no queſtion 
Reſolv'd to gratify their great digeſtions. = 
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3 . 
Forth went "bis \ Majeſty, fo condeſcending — we 
Forth went our gracious Queen, the fruits cee 
Munching away at a majeſtic rate. ing — 

The Gardeners ſaw themſelves beſpread with glory ; ; 
Told unto all the ale-houſes the ſtory; 

Which houſes did again the tale relate. | 
Yes, they were all ſo pleas d that their poor things 
Should find ſuch favour in the mouths of Kings— 
So happy at the ſudden turn, of . 

As though they all had found a great eſtate. 


With awe ſo firicken were the Gardeners mute 

So ſharp they, ey d them as they ate their fruit 
Marv'ling to find that ſuch as wear a crow] n 

Had actions very much like theirs i in eating; 

And that they mov'd, when on and ww rines 
greeting, | 

Their jaws like other people, u and 3 ; 
And that, like other folks, they ate a deal 


Making (chat i is to ſay) a ploughman's meal. 


And now the A all ſo glorious, „ 

To ſend to Majeſty rare things—'twas granted. 
Both horſe and foot ſo labour'd to embark it! 

So much indeed unto their GRACES came, ; 

In coniequence of this moſt loyal flame, . 
The palace look'd like Covent-Garden Market! 


And lo, their Majeſties went forth each day, 


Their compliments to dainty ſruits to pay: | 
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The Gardeners met them with beſt looks and bows; 
And then the royal reputation rais d . 
The vegetable wiſdom highly prais d 

. Of George the glorious, and his glorious Spouſe, 


They told of Windſor town the gaping throng, 
What taſte did unto Majeſty belong; | 
As how they pick'd the beſ{—ſtrange to relate too 
As how their eyes were of ſuch lofty ſtature; 

Fill'd with ſo much ſublimity their nature, 
They look'd not on an onion or potatoe—— 
Which ſhow'd a noble patroniſing ſpirit, 
And prov'd that ev'n in fruit They favour 'd merit, 


Reader, prepare to drop thy jaw with 8 5 
Prepare thee now to hear a ſound like thunder 
The Gardeners, lo, with Majeſty grew tir'd! 

No more, their gracious Viſitors deſir d! 

In ſhort, when Monarchs did themſelves aby, | 
The Gardeners, Bond fide, ran away; | 
Finding a fort of vacuum mongſt their fruit, 

That did not much their ſcheme of thriving ſuit. _ 
For Majeſly gives nought to ſubjects, mind 
Honour and Mouey would be much too kind: | 
The royal ſmile, and guinea's glorious rays, 
Like SexMELE “, would kill them with the blaze. 


„The ſtory of SEMELE, not being known to every one, is 
this : The young Lady, ambitious of enjoying Jupiter in all 
his glory, periſt ed amidſt che ſublime effulgence of the God. 
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They now began exalted birth to ſnotle, | 
And fancy Monarchs much like common folk—— * 
Therefore no more, when Majeſties were coming, 
Whiſtling and laughing, ſmiling, ſinging, n 
They gap'd, and bleſſing their too happy eyes, 
Leap'd at their preſence, Juſt like fiſh at flies. 


Thus did thoſe fellows run from Queen and King; 
Which ſhows the changeful folly of mankind 5 


By growing tir'd and fick of a good thing, Ty 
To actual happineſſes blind! 


For what in this our earthly world can ſpring, 
That's equal to a glorious King ? 5 
What in this world of wonders can be ſeen, 


That's equal to a charming Queen? 


T's: fancy otherwiſe, alas! what fin it 11 
From ſuch prophane opinion how I ſhrink ! | 
There muſt be ſomething great, for they too think 
They're Gods, or Couſins of Divinities!, 


No more the dogs the Gard'ners ponder'd how 

To fay fine words, and make a pretty bow: 
No more they felt a choaking in the throat: 
No more look'd up and down, and wink'd aſkew, 
Poor ſouls, and, filly, wift not what to do.. 
When with ſuch awe the royal viſage ſmote. 


No, no! the ſcene was moſt completely alter d 
No longer like ſome ſtupid jack-aſs halter d, 


Beſide 


Beſide a miller's n or gate, or poſt, 

In ſeeming meditation loſt, | 

To Majeſty were drawn their heads fo chick > 
 No—they were oft—all admiration-fick, 


Such is ſad Repetition, O ye Gods! 
And this may really happen to my Odes! 
Men of huge titles and exalted places, 
Should at a diſtance commonly be ſeen ——— 
Eyes ſhould not be familiar with their faces ; 
Then Wonprn goes a courting to each mien. 


Lo, Novxlrv's a barber's ſtrap or hone, 
That keenneſs to the razor-paſſions gives: 
Usz weareth not this barber's ſtrap or ſtone ; 
Thus, *tis by NovELTY, ENJOYMENT lives. 


In Love, a ſweet example let us ſeex 
I have it-CYNTEHIAꝰs ſoft luxuriant neck—— 
Fix'd on the charm, how pleas'd the eye can dwell! 

How ſighs the hand within the gauze to creep, 
Mouſe-like, and on the ſnowy hills to ſleep, 
 Rais'd by the moſt delicious ſwell ; 

Like Gulls, thoſe birds that riſe, and now ſubſide, 
Borne on the Wen of the ſilver tide. 


But let the breaſt be common—all's undone z 
| Wiſhes, and fighs, and longings, all are gone: 
Away the hurrying palpitations fly; 
Deſire lies dead upon the gazeleſs eye. 
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Thus finiſheth of Love the ſimple chapter. 
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g Sunk into inſipidity is rapture! 


This is a pretty leſſon, though not new; 
A leſſon fit for Gentile or for ew 
For Love, the cooing, ſweet, perſuaſive pigeon, 
Gains all the globe indeed to his religion: _ 
Throughout the world his humble vot'ries pray, 
And worſhip him exactly the ſame way. — 
Other Religions kill—are torn by ſtrife 
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ft | Love Liſes, and, what's ſweeter ſtill, gives Life! 
: J ADDRESS TO THE VIRTUES: 
N | | AN ODE. x 
i 5 0 | 
} AH, VratvEes! you are pretty-looking creatures; 
"8 But then ſo meek and feeble in your natures !— 
1 Thou charming CnhAsTIT now, par exemple, 
1 f Who guard'ſt the luſcious lip, and ſnowy breaſt, 
And all that maketh wiſhing ſhepherds bleſt, | 
j | Forbidding thieves on ſacred ground to trample; 
C Appear but Lovx, the ſavage, all is loſt ; N # 
[ Faint, trembling, bluſhing, thou giv'ſt up the ghoſt: WM. | 
| | Lo, therę's an end of all thy mincing care! 
| | I' be field fo guarded, in the TVRANT's pow'r ; y 
1 Each fence torn down, deſpoil'd each moſſy bower, 
( All, all is ey fades and laid bare. $ 


| | * IRTUES! 


1 


| Thoſe roaring BIA rs, ſo out of all command, 


You but di/zrace yourſelves by coming here, 


Of Cæſar, Alexander, and ſuch chaps. 


Now jack-flies have a ſweet acceleration. 
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Vinruss! you Munder'd on our world, I fear— 
Defign'd for ſome more gentle ſphere ; | 

Where the wild PAssioxs ſtorm ye not, nor teaze ye; 3 
Where ev'ry animal 's a mild MaRch EJ J. 


I know your parentage and education 
Born in the ſkies—a lofty habitation —— 
But for a perfe# ſyſtem were intended, 
Where people never needed to be mended. 


How could you think the Passloxs to ab 
Whoſe flighteſt 7ouch would pull you all to pieces? or 


They are GoLIans—you but line Missxs! 
Then pray go home again, each preity DEAR ww 


THE PROGRESS-OF KNOWLEDGE. 
A MIGHTY PorexTaArTe, of ſome diſcerning, 
Inquifitive indeed! and fond of learning, 

From Windſor oft danc'd down to Eton College, 
To make himſelf a pincuſhion of knowledge; 
That is, by gleaning pretty little ſcraps 


There would he oft harangue the Masrzt, 
On Homzr, VirGiL, PinDAR, my relation, 
Faſt as a jack- fly, very often faſter —— | 
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Oſt af d he queſtions about ancient Kings 
Nat ral becauſe fo like ro things ! 


He aſk dif CR ever did kw, 
That if his Miniſter would keep . 
That Miniſter ſhould always have the grace 

To mind deficiencies of Civ1L LisT ; 5 


Whether great Cl ever ſent his "ag 
Jo ſtudy all the Claſſes and great guns, 
And bring of art and ſcience home a ſtore, 
To GorrixeEA (his money wiſely hoarding ), 
As Gottingen is vaſtly cheap for boarding 
_ Young Gentlemen whoſe Parents are but poor 


He aſk'd if CæsAn's ſoul was fond of knowing 
What all the neighbourhood was daily doing; 
What went into the pot, or on the ſpit— 
How much in houſe- keeping they yearly ſpent, 
And if, like honeſt folks, they paid their rent, 
Or gave of victuals to the poor, a bit—— 


If Cxs4ar ever to a Brewhouſe went, 
With Lords and Ladies of his Court ſo grand, 
| And hours on hops and hoops and hogſheads ſpent, | 
So wiſe, with ſome great WH1TBREAD of the land; 
And tarried till he did the Brewer tire, 


f And made the Brewer s horſe and dog admire; ; : 
An 


>. 


» 


He afk'd if Julips Cefar's wife 


ff? 
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And curious Draymen into hogſheads creeping, 
Sly rogues, and through the bungholes peeping— 


Whether great CæsAR was ſo fly an elf, 

As from the very ſervants to inquire ; 

And know much better than the 'Sgu1ne himſelf, 
The buſineſs of each neighb'ring SgvuiRE— _ 


As why the Coachman Jxnn went away; : 


Which of the Dz1vers, Joan the Cook defil'd ; 
Which of the Footmen with SusANNA lay, 
And got the charming Chamber-maid with child 


He aſk'd if Czfar's ſervants all 
Were, cat-like, all good mouſers, earn'd their wages; 
Sought news from ſtreet and tavern, bulk and ſtall, 
Like NicoLAl, the prince of pages; 
And whether Cæſar, with ferocious looks, 


| Foo a poor trav ling LovsF, and RO his Cooks | 


If Caſar 3 Miniſter gave half-a-crown 

To ſhoe-blacks, and the ſweepers of the town, 
To how), and ſwear, and clap him at the Play; 

And when unto the Senate-houſe he rode, 

| To ſpread their ell wide lantern jaws abroad. 

And roar moſt bull-like when he came away. 


— 


Had ever Maids of Honour in her life, 


ERA 
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_ Like any TOR economic Queen; - 
And if, of ſaving wiſdom full, 
The ſaving Empreſs ever made a rule, 
So keen, indeed ſo very keen, 
That all thoſe honourable Maids, 
Who wiſlh'd to ſleep in comfortable beds, 
Should purchaſe their own ſheets and pillow- caſes, 
To treat their gentle backs, and e faces— I 


Whether great Cæſar lov'd humility, 

That is, in ſubjects only, viz. Nobility ; 
And eke the Commons, deem d a vulgar maſs, 
Form'd by the wiſdom of Almighty God, 
To carry on their backs a heav'nly load, 

f Juſt like a camel, elephant, or as 


of 
. 
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1 Cefar cut up een for pens, 
And unto butch ring ſtrongly did incline ; ; 
Sold geeſe and turkeys, ducks, and cocks, and hens, 
And fatten'd cows, and calves, and ſheep, and ſwine; 
In rams ſurpaſs'd him (of ram- glory full), | 
Or ever beat him in a bull. | 


| He alle'd Ceſar did not find - 
Some cunning fellow for a hind, 

Prepar'd with range accounts to meet him, 
And in his pigs and ſheep and bullocks cheat him; 
And whether Cæſar did not ſlily watch him 

And what were Cæſar's traps to catch him 


If, 
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If, like Pz6 NicnoLsoN, on miſchief buſy, 
A Mantua-maker drew a ruſty knife, 

To cleave the Emperor in twain, the huſſey, 

Fright'ning the Emperor out of his life — 


He aſk'd if Italy was half ſo bleſt 
As England, in chat Prince of Painters, West; 

And if there ever liv'd in Rome's great town 
A man who Hole, like REYNOLDS, a renown; 

A man indeed, whoſe daubing bruſh <= 
Puts Painting, the ſweet damſel, to the bluſh. 4 
Then aſk'd if Cæſar ever had the heart ES, ; 
To give a ſhilling to the glorious Art. | 
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He aſk'd if Cæſar, midſt his dread campaigns, 
Felt bold, whene' er well dous'd by . rains; 
Not caring ev'n a ſingle fig, 

Although they ſpoil'd a bran- new wig; 3 
Joining the doughty regiments of death, 

On ſome wild Wimbledon, or huge Blackheath. 


He alk'd if Cæſar ever ſtar'd lat 
Ulnſtead of ſtaring, as he ought, at home) 
For Architects with traſh the land to load, 
And raiſe of gaudy gingerbread a Dows *: 
Such as is rais'd by that rare Swede S1R WILL, 
| 1 he . mouth of RI DIcuLE to hl 


: The Royal Academy. 
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Whether the curious Calan ſent to eee | 

For ſtatues coſting heav'n knows what a-pizce ; 
Then putting under ground a world's rare boaſt *, 
To entertain a toad or ghoſt, 


Such were the queſtions, with a thouſand more, 

He aſk'd, to {well of knowledges the ſtore; 

That fell like ſtarlings on the ear, in flocks— 
Sure keys for opening MornERx WISpou's locks : | 
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Rare keys that ope the twilight vaults of TIME; 
A thief who, with a ſacrilegious pride, : 
Delighteth ſomething every day to hide, 

Sacks full of proſe and ſweetly-ſounding rhime. 


ere 
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A caſt, and the only one, of the famous FAR NESE Her- 
cr ks, having been procured by a conſiderable expence, as 
well as trouble, for the benefit of the STupzxTs of the 
RoYAL AcAbzuv, and the admiration of the world in ge- 
neral, is now thruſt away into a dark hole; the building be- 
ing rather calculat d for the ſupport of Butterflies, than b-avy. 
antiques. The following ſhort Gilalogue was written on the oc- 
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caſion ;— | | 
A Dialogue between Two STaTUuxs, in an upper Room 
of the Royar Acapeny. | 
Firft Statue. 
ad What keeps old Hercules 8 
„A fellow of ſuch rare 1enown ? 
| Second Statue, 
« Plague take thee! hold thy tor know, 
** Should be come up, we all go dozon.” | 


Such 
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Such queſtions, wich a manner quite unique, 

The monkey bo ys to mimic {von began 
And lo, of mimiery the ſaucy trick, 
Like wildfire through the College ran. 
Lord! hinder them! there could be no ſuch thing 
Thus ev'ry little raſcal-was a king: 25 


This, FAME, who ſeldom leſſens ſounds, did ww | 
With all its horrors, to the Royal ear— - 
The conſequence, the School had cauſe to rue — 
To ſchools, the Monarch bade a long adieu; 

Of Eton journeys gave th” idea o'er, 

And, angry, never mention'd Cæsan more! 
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IMPORTANCE, &c. 


— Sic pofeti, * miſcetis odores. 
Sweet-briar, Hawthorn, Lillies, Nettles, Roſes; : 
What a nice Boguet for all forts of Noſes ! 


+ Ludimus innocuis verbis, nec lædere guenguam 
Mens noftra= | MARTIATL. 
My VIIsxz's fevectneſs, mildngſi, none deny: 
- Lord! playful PzTEN would not wound a y. 


_— — _ 


RESIG NATION: 
an ODE 70 Tux JOURNEYMEN SHOEMAKERS, 


WHO LATELY REFUSED TO WORK, EXCEPT THEIR WAGES 
WERE RAISEDs - 


SOoNs of SAINT CRISPIN, 't is in vain! 


Indeed 't is fruitleſs to complain, — 
I know you wiſh good beef or veal to carve: 
But Grſt the hungry GREAT muſt all be fed; 


Mean time, you all muſt chew hard, muſty bread, 


Or, what is eommonly unpleaſant, ſtarve. 


Your 


nm 


Ur 
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Your Maſters, like yourſelves, oppreſſion feel— 
It is not they, would wiſh to {tint your meal: 


Then ſuck your paws like bears, and be reſign'd.. 


Perhaps your Ins are many; and if fo, | 
HEA v' x gives us very frequently, we know, 
The GREAT as ſcourges for mankind, _ 
Your Maſters ſoon may follow you, 10 lank— 5 
Undone by ſimple confidence in Rank. _ | 


The royal Ricuwond builds his {kate on coals; Z 


Sar'sr'ry, and Hawxs»'ry, lofty ſouls, | 
With their fair Dames muſt have the hall and rout; 
Kings muſt our millions have, to make a glare ; | 


_ Whoſe ſycophants muſt alſo have a ſhare.—". 


But pout not—'tis a Ubel, Sirs, to Bout 


1 


Clos'd be your mouths, or 1 the jail or thongs 


You muſt not for your money have a ſong. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your riots, pray, my friends: 
It anſwereth (believe me) no good ends 
And yet the time will come, I hope to God, 
When black - fac'd, d—n'd Orenxss10N, to his den 
Shall howling fly before the curſe of Mex, - 
And feel of anger'd Jusr1CE the _ rod. 


60 home, If beg of ye, my friends, and eat 


Your ſour, your mouldy bread, and offal meat; ; 
TE Fr REEDOM comes—l ſee her on her Way 


LY 


Then 
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Then! ſhall a [mile break forth apon each 55 
The front of baniſh'd Happineſs be ſcen, 
And, ſons of Criſpin, you, once more be gay 


Now go, and learn ſubmiſſion from your Bible: 
Complaint is now-a-day a flagrant libel. 
Ves, go and try to che w your mouldy bread— 
Jus rie is fick, I own, but is not dead. 
Let GRAND EUR roll her chariot on our necks, 
Submiſſion, ſweet humility beſpeaks : "as 
Let GranDEvR's plumes be lifted by our i ſighs 
Let dice, and chariots, and the ſtately thrones, 
Be form'd of poor men's hard-work'd bones 
Me muſt contribute; or, lo, GRANDEUR dies. 
We are the Pariſh that ſupports her ſhow; 
| A truth that GRANDEUR wiſhes not to know. 
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Full many a time reluctantly, I own, _ 
ler our mighty RuLEess with a groan, 
Who eat the labours of us vulgar Crew ; ; 
Baſk.on our ſhoulders in their lazy ſtate ; 
And if we dare lool up for eaſe, th' ingrate 
"Look down, and alk us, « D-m*me, who are you!“ 


Now. ſuch forgetfulneſs i is moſt unpleaſant! 
The man who doth receive a hare or pheaſant, 
Might ſomewhat, certainly, from manners * 
f And fay, wg $ thank ye for the bird or hare.” 


But then I'm told agen, that Gnanpevr's ſore 
— At W obligations to the Poor 


| Such 
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Such favours cut no figure in diſcourſe : : 
She thinks ſhe might as well thank dogs and cats 


For finding partridges, and catching rats; 


And ſays. 1 much oblig'd 1 t' ye, to a horſe. 


13 to the r we breathe the ſigh in vain; 
A zephyr murm' ring through the hollow walls; 


Our tear, that tries to melt their ſouls, the rain 


| That printleſs on the rock of ages falls! 
The lofty GREAT mult have the ſofteſt bed 


Jo lay the /oft luxurious head; 


And from our boſoms we poor Goeſe, ſo tame, 
Muſt pluck ſubmiſſively the tender feather; | 


Ourſelves expos'd to NATURE's rudeſt weather, 


Deny'd the liberty to cry out, Shame!“ 


Thus, whilſt their heads the pillow's down imprint, 
Durs muſt be only bolſter'd by a flint. 


You muſt not heed your children's hunger d cry, 
Not once upon their little ſorrows ſigh 

In tears their blubber'd faces let them ſteep, 
And howl their hunger and their grief to ſleep. 


*F1s impudence in babes to cry for bread— 


Lo, W s fav'rite dogs muſt firſt be fed! 


See yon Ae Ducheſs—yet of late ſo poor, 
With not above zen thouſand pounds a year: 


"Behold, a hundred coaches at her door, 


Where Pnaro triumphs in his mad career. 


We 
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We ok Feed. 5 or ho hook « or a 
For, lo, her huſband was—a Rovar Duke. 


We m. 0 apport too her ſine 3 d crew, - 
Behind her gilt. 2oach, dancing Molly fellows, 
With canes and zuffles goodly to the views, 

| Aus fſuiting their complexions) pink uinbrellas. 
It muſt be io; ior Lordly Gz ANDEUR rules 
Lo! * ALITY are GODSs: and Mos. Ars: mules. 


So: know you with to ſee on gold, 1 good, 
Ki. g. roner“ s head, that many a want ſupplies; 
| So very pleaſant to his PROPLE's eyes, | 

As pleaſant as the. head of fleſh and blood. 
Moxkv's a rattling ſinner, to be ſure: 
Like the ſweet Cyprian girl (we wont ſay wh—e ) 
IS happy to be frequently employ'd, 
And not content” by one to be enjoy'd; _ 
Yet, like the GREAT ONEs, with faſtidious eye 
| 3 . mortals rather ſhy. 


Then go, my 3 ane has your molto . - 
*Tis on our ſhoulders Courts muſt lift the head. 
Remember, we are only Oxen yet— - 

Therefore, beneath the yoke, condemn'd to ſweat. 
But ny we all ſhall change to Men; d 
And then !!! what #en?—Ye heav'ns! why ani 
The lawleſs ſway of Tyranny is o'er— | 
Pride falls, and Burrows will be beaſts no more! 

© ODE 


* * 
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ODE ro BURKE. 
AH Bonxe! full forry is the Muſe indeed 
That thou art from the Patriot Phalanx fled! 

For what? To crouch, andflatterQueens and Kings? 
Meanly to mingle with a Courtier gang, | 


That INFAMY herſelf would ſcorn to hang 
Such a poor ſqualid hoſt of creeping hinges, | 


Has Madneſs fir'd thy brain? Alas! return; + 
Thy fault in ſackcloth and in aſhes mourn: 

Join not a Court, and Freedom's fouleſt foes— 
REPENTANCE, lo, ſhall try to waſh thee white: 
Then howl not, EpxunD, 'mid the Imps of Night: 

Swell not the number of a n of crows. 


What murky. cloud, the vapour black of Courts, 

(For many a cloud, the breath of Kings ſupports) 
Attempts thy Reputation? s ſpreading beam: 

What bat-like DEMox, with the damned'ſt ſpite, 

Springs on thy fame, on GLorY's ſacred height, 

J 0 ſouſe it in D1SGRACE's dirty fiream ?— 


Alas! if Marmzsry did gracious fay, - | | 
„Bunk, Burke, I'm glad, I'm glad you ran away; | 
| 


I'm glad you left your party—very glad 
© They wiſh'd to treat me like a boy at ſchool; 
©” Rope rope me like a horſe, an aſs, a mule— | 
6 That's very 1185 you know, that's very bad.— | 
"Fi L hate 
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Nothing but empty diſhes, empty diſhes— 


I fay, if thus a mighty Monarch Goke 
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„ hate the PorTLAND Junto—hate-it, Bukkte— 
% Poor rogues, poor rogues, that cannot draw acork— 


* 


85 We” ve got the loaves and fiſhes, loaves and fiſhes,” — | 


— 


As uſual—not by way of joke; 

Did not the ſpeech ſo with'ring make thee ſhrink ? 
Didit thou not inward fay, I've d n'd myſelf— 
« Why, what a miſerable elf!“ 5 

And then upon each old acquaintance think; 

And with a ſigh recall thoſe attic days, 
When Wrrand Wispomn pour'd the mingled blaze?! 


Buxxe, Burke, moſt eaſily do I diſcover 
Thou loatheſt the weak ſmile that won thee over— 
From Tx——xy borrow?d, ne'er to be return'd! 


| E'en now thou art not happy at thy heart— 


It fighs for wiſdom's voice, and pants to part 
From fellows by the honeſt VIRTUES ſpurn' d. 


8 * 
Tby tongue has promis d friendſhip with a 9 * 
For, lo, th' i interpreter of thoughts, thine eye 


| Hangs heavy, beamleſs on the motley bafid— 


To whom thou ftretcheſt forth thy leaden hand! 


Ves, ſlowly does that hand of friendſhip move: 


"The. ſtartled Courtiers feel no graſp of love: 
A cold and palfied ſhake of gratulation, 
As though it trembled at contamination! 
* „ 385 . O Bunk x! 
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O Burks# !. behold fair LiBERTY advancing— 
Trvurn, Wir, and HUMoUR, ſporting in her train: 
Behold them happy, ſinging, laughing, — 

Proud of a Golden Age again! 
When all thy Friends (thy Friends of late, I 4 
Shall, fluſh'd with conqueſt, meet their idol Queeh, 
The Goddeſs at whoſe ſhrine a world ſhould Iucel; 
When they with ſongs of triumph hail the Dame, 
Will not thy cheek be daſh'd with deepeſt ſhame, 
And Coxscttxce ſomewhat ſtartled feel? 


Ah! will thine eye a gladſome beam difplay 
Borrow from ſmooth HyrocnisyY's a ray, 

Io hall the long deſir'd return? 

Speak, wilt thou ſcrew into a ſmile thy mouth, 
And welcome LIBERTY, with WIr and Tnurn; 
And for a moment leave thy gang to mourn ? 
Ves, thou wilt greet her with a hal{-forc'd ſmile, 
Quitting thy virtuous Company, a while, 


To fay, “ Dear Madam, welcome—how d'ye do? 


And then the Dams will anſwer with a dip, 

Scorn in her eye, contempt upon her lip, | 
Not much the better, Miſter Bun kx, for you. 

© Poor BurKe, I read thy ſoul, and feel thy pain 

„Go, join the ſycophants that I diſdain.” 


ODE 
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ODE 10 IRONY. 


0 THOU, with mouth demure and WA eye, 

Who laugheſt not, thou Quaker-looking wight, 
But makeſt others roaring laugh outright, 

"Thus chaſing widow Soknow, and her ſigh— 

O Thou who formeſt pills to purge the ſpleen, 

No more in Britain muſt thou dare be ſeen? _ 


There was a time, but not like ours ſo nice, 
When thou couldſt baniſh FoLLy,-nay, and Vice— 

| Leagu'd with thy daughter HumovR, damſel quaint, 
And Wir, that could have tickled e'en a Saint. 


But times are alter'd ! Certain Greybeards ſay, 
Je vagabonds, you've had indeed your day; 
gRBut never dare to ſhow your face agen, 

% To take vile liberties with lofty men. 

Grin, if you pleaſe—with joke the world regel- 
« Yet mind, @ Critic hears you, call'd a jail.“' 


But, lo! fair LizeRTY divinely ſtrong ! 
A patriot Phalanx leads the Dams along. 
TPnov, Wir, and HumouR, ſhall adorn her tram — 
And let me proudly j join the noble Few; 
Whilſt, to the cauſe of Glory true, 

The Musk ſhall ſhout her boldeſt ſtrain, 


Fen I, midſt ſuch a patriot band, 
Will gain importance- through the land; 


„ 


And, O AxBITIOxN, hear thy ſuppliant's pray r, 


Half of our verſe adulterated ware; 


The baniſhment of Ovip into Thrace Ig" r 
Did Czsar's glory grievouſly diſgrace; 1 
| Dropp'd on his coat of arms a ſtain of ink, * 
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Riſe, from a poor Extinguiſher, a Steeple 


A ſprig of thy unfading laurel ſpare, = 
* crown me, crown me PoE of the Prora. | 


/ 


ODE To LORD LONSDALE.. 


F1 IE, fie, my Lord! attack a ſaint-like Pozr! 
O, let not Askalox, nor let GA TH know it! 

What! by law-bulldogs bid the lambkin n 
O LoxspALEI genuine Poetry is rare, 


I fpeak of others verſes, not my own. 


Ah! ſtop not, ſtop not PEeTER's tuneful throat 
HFereafter, he may warble in thy praiſe, 
Who ſo ſurpaſſeth thouſands in his note, 

A Philomel amidſt a flock of Jays. 


And made the honeſt pen of Hiſt'ry ſhrink, 


Thou who hott Sni NT BOLTON through thefoot, 5 
At leaſt didſt make the Serjeant ſhoot himſelf: 
O think how thou may'ſt ſuffer in repute, 


By falling on a harmleſs rhyming elf! — 
5 vol. 1II. | 2 8 R- 
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oe herſelf would bluſh at Wk a a; 
For Poets always were a dovelike breed. 


Fire at a great Law 1 r—then let fly, 
Bounce, on a ſimple Rhymer ſuch as | 
_ Great condeſcenſion verily requires: 
What ſportſman at the pheaſant aims, and then 
Hunts in his humble buſh the twitt'ring wren? 
On grouſe and probes what mortal fires? 


At 3 frequently we meet 
A lofty CAMEL 1n the ſtreet, 
bring with ſtate unwieldineſs along; 


f We allo ſee a Monkey on his hump, 
Now, with an arch grimace, from head to rump 
Skipping, and drawing wonder from the throng 


95 5 Againſt Lord Cheſterfigld' s grave maxim ſinning, I 
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For pulling ev'ry Scotchman by the noſe, 
When pond'rous moving through the Northern track, 
"With dapper en BoswELL on his back. 


| 1 The merry grig, that is to ſay, by grinning. 0 
t | | Now this fame CAMEL, a well-judging beaſt, 

| | | Feels not of goading ridicule the lJealtz 7 
1 Calmly the ruminating creature goes, 1 6 
_ Poking his head, and ſhaking it in guiſe, | 60 
| £4 Much like great DocTor Joans0v, call'd the wiſe 


Now would not ev'ry mortal mile, 


| oe this Camel all ſo full of ey 
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. I fay, to ew when thoſe great ; Bonvs 
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Bor apply RINSE 
Dancing, and ſtaring, grunting, kicking, a, 
And like a creature in the colic groaning, 


DINE for playful Jacxo all this rout ? 


When HawssB'RY, SALISE RY, 1 and more 


beſide, 
Fearing the tinſel on the back of PRIDE 
Might tarniſh by an acid drop of rhyme, 
And conſequently loſe the magic rays 
That call forth ADMIRATION's gape and gaze, 
And make her think ſhe views the true SUM 
1 


Pour'd forth a foaming torrent of hard words; 
As, “ Hang that PETER Pr DAR, if you pleaſe; 


0 Sire, make the graceleſs varlet underſtand 


« What 't is to ſmile at Rulers of the land * 
3 beggar that e his own fleas- 5 


= Sins, 810th? Arronwey Ginn: s tiger gripe 


Would quickly ſtop the Raggamuffin's pipe; 
Then for his laugh at Grandeur let him ge”; 
0 No, orb the KinG— | 


« 1f Vm not hurt, my Lonky you may. ba as 


«Tis for yourſelves, yourſelves, you wiſh the riot | 


Les, yes, you fear, you fear, that PETER's Muſe 
% Will hang your Grandeurs in her nooſe, 0 _ 
| 2 2 * 0 No, 
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66 No, no, my Lords, M*Doxarn® muſt not ot ſqueeze 
him: | | 


«© Youſce I give up 3 Odes, to pleaſe EDN ; 


« And faith, between me and the poſt and you, 
% J fear the knave will get the Birth-day too. 


2 | No, no—let PETER ſing, and laugh, and live ; 


I like to read his works—Kin gs are fair game: 
% What though he bites—'t is glorious to forgive,-+ 
Go, go, my Lords, go, go, and do the ſame. 


2 Should Prran's verſe be in the rights 
1 Our conduct muſt be in the wrong 


bc os, poor 's the triumph of a little ſpite— 


5 We muſt not hang a ſubject for a ſong. 


oy My Lords, my Lords, a per T defire— 

„% Dame LIEERTX grows ſtronger—ſome feet higher: 
«© She will not be bamboozled, as of late 2 

% Ariſtocrate & ta lanterne 


Are very often cheek by jowl, we Wa 


„ Within a certain neighb'ring buſtling State: 
J think your Lordſhips and your Graces 
« Would not much like to dangle with wry faces. 


T But mum, my Lords—mum, My OY Lords— | 


mum, mum: 
ac You muſt be cautious for the time to come : 


.* The mera 
7 3 


= — == = 
„„The People's brains are loſing their old fogs— 
% Juries before the Judges won't look flink— 
«© No, no—they fancy they've a right to think: 


« They ſay, indeed they won't be driven like hogs. 


«© No Starchambers, no Starchambers for them— 


« Slavery 's the dev'l, and Liberty a gem. ** 


“ You ſee, my Lords, their heads are not ſo thick. 
Take care, or ſoon you'll have a bone to pick; 
“And p'rhaps you would not like thus ſame hard 
bone 


« 8g let the laughing, rhyming | rogue alone.” 


Sent Ron of the Muſe's ſacred grove, 
Whoſe ſoul is butter-milk, and ſong is love; 

So bleſt when Beauty forms the ſmiling theme; 
Who would'ft not Heav'n accept, (the ſex ſo dear) 
Had charming Woman no apartments there, 

Thy morning vifion, and thy nightly dream— 


Mild MiNsTREL, could their Lordſhipscall thee rogue, 

Varlet, and knave, and vagabond, and dog? 

What! try to bring thee, for thy harmleſs wit, 

Where GREYBEARDS in their robes terrific ſit, 
With ſanctiſied long fortune-telling faces, 

Whilſt ERSsK INE, eldeſt-born of RipicuLE, 
From ſolemn Irowny's bewitching ſchool, 58 
Tears to un. Judgelike en the 2 
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Meek Porr, who, no proftitute for price, | 
Wilt never ſanction Fools, nor varniſh VIE; 
Nor rob the Musx's altar of its flame, 
To brighten with immortal beams a King 
(If Freedom finds no ſhelter from his wing,) 
And e ſing a Tyrant into fame! 


Thus, LoxspaLt, thou behold'ſt a fair 8 

Of greatneſs in a King—a noble ſample! 
Thou cry'ſt, What muſt I do? on 2hee I call. 

Catch up your pen, my Lord, at once, and ſay, 

Dear Pe TER, all my rage is blown away; 

« So, come and eat thy beef at LowTutnr-HaL,” 


ODE ro ruf ACADEMIC CHAIR, 
ON THE 


ELECTION of Mr. WEST to the PRESIDENCY. 


HOW art thou fallen, thee; once | high-honour' 'd 

os CHAIR! : 

Mott hedgehog-like, thou brifileft up my hair. 

But poſſibly I'm only in a dream: 

If fo, immediately O let me wake; 

Good Morynevs, drag me from this ſad 5 
Open my eyes, or lo, I ſhall blaſpheme. 


By 
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By heav'ns! it is no viſion—"t is too plain 
That thou, poor imp, art fated to ſuſtain 
Of BENIAIN th' abominable b-m. 
What! after REYNOLDS, to take up with Wesr! 
Th' antipodes thou ſeekeſt, I proteſt, 
From Jove's grand thunder, to an infant's drum; 

The lightning courſer, to the creeping, mole; 
The world's wide orbit, to à ſpider's hole; 

From ſome fair column, or Corinthian dome, 

Sunk to a dreary dungeon, or the tomb! 


And yet, on recolle&ion, that old throne, 
In Weſtminſter's fair Choir for two-pence ſhown, 
Which bore the EpwARDS, Harkys of our Iſle, 
Has been oblig'd (a truth moſt melancholy I 
To ſhrink beneath a leaden load of folly, _ 
And every meanneſs that can man defile. 


Thy virtue 1s gone out of NAY I ween 
Thy brother Chairs of late with humbled mien, =] 
That jealous envy'd thee thy tow'ring fame, 

All with one voice exclaim, 
And all the poignant pow'r of ridicule, 

« Me not _ to an old Joint ſtool. 


„Ve who of lets ſo loſty held his creſt, 
% Array'd ſo gorgeous in a crimſon veſt, _ | 
He now is worſe than us poor humble hacks, > 
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& Get thyſelf burnt, thou ſad degraded creature; 
„Go, boil ſome poor old waſherwoman's water; 
Or get thyſelf to ſkewers and crockſticks turn'd ; 
« To ſome dead beggar's coffin give each nail, 
« And yield thy velvet to ſome ftrumpet's tail; 
For, know, thou esa no longer be adorn'd.” 


Thus ſpeak thy 1 Chairs! And yet t is cruel, 
As thou wouldf rather be cut up for fuel, 
Or reſt the backs of beggars in the ſtreet: 
But lo, Wesr fills thee, by his King's commands; 
Lov'd by his ſubjeAs—fear'd by foreign lands— 
And full of wiſdom as an egg of meat! 


« like WzsT's works—he beats the Rar HAEI 
| ſchool— # 
J never lik'd that Rar ness t was a fool 
> Painted too thick—a dauber—'t won't, *twon't 
paſs | 
« WEsT, Wrsr, Wesr's pictures are as {moth : as 
glas: | 
=_ „ Beſides, I hated REYNOLDS, fot my heart : 
1 He thought that I knew nought about the art. 


Wxsr tells me that my taſte is very pure— | 
That I'm a connoifſeur, a connoifſeur : 
6 I like, I like, I like the works of WEST. — 
Thus doth our Kine, in ſounds ſo gracious, cry: 
Which proves that Kings with little can be bleſt, 
And give the wings of eagles to a Fly! 


OLD 
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OLD SIMON: 
A TALE. 

FOLKS cannot -be for ever ſniyling—no! 
With fountain noſes that for ever flow— | 

The world would quickly be undone 5 
Widows, and lovelorn girls, poor ſouls, would die; 
And for his rich old father, fob. and ſigh, 

And hang himſelf, Herchaunce, a hopeful ſon; 


And for their cats that happ'd to flip their breath, 
Old maids, ſo ſweet, might mourn themſelves to death: 
Sonnow may therefore have her decent day, 

And ſmiling PLBASURZ-come again in play. 

No! folks can't brood for ever upon GRIET : 
PLEASURE mult ſteal into her place at laſt; 
Thus then the heart from horror finds relief; 
Snatch'd from the cloud by which it is o' ercaſt. 
Thus was an anger'd Lord my conſtant theme, 
My conſtant thought by day, my vonſtant dream: 
Tears at his image oft burſt out, with ſighs: 
At length Cuartes Fox appear d—behold che 

No longer after SoRRow did T range, IEEE. 

But « on the * of PLEASURE caſt mine eyes. 


* 


1 With 4 L1nxr-BiLlL ; on which the Lord Chancellor 
wiſhed to conſult the Judges. Few are the men candid enough 


to part voluntarily with power, however tyrannical it muſt 
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PLEASURE'S a laſs that „ill at length prevail: 
Witneſs the little pleaſant following tale. 


NaArcissA, full of grace, and youth, and charms, 
Had ſlept ſome years in good old S1MON's arms; 
Her kind and lawful ſpouſe, that is to ſay, 
Who, following of numbers the example, 
Wiſhing of ſweet young fleſh to have a ſample, 
Married tlus charming girl upon a day. 


For from grey- headed men, and thin, and old, 
Young fleſh is finely form'd to keep the cold. 
Thus of the pretty Shunamite we read, 

Who warm'd the good King DAvip and his bed, 
Brought back his flagging ſpirits all ſo cool, 
And kept the King of Iſrael warm as wool — | 
Indeed ſhe warmer could the Monarch keep, 
Than any thing belonging to a ſheep. | | 


Moſt virtuous was N ARCISSA|! lo, 
All purity from top to toe; 
As HR RE ſweet, and as DiAx A chaſte. 
None but old SIMON was allow'd a kiſs, 
Though hungry as a hound to ſnap the bliſs; 
Nor ſqueeze her hand, nor take her round che waiſt: 
Had any dar'd to give her a green gown, 
The Farr had petrified him with a frown 


be torn from them. The Judges have been rendered independ- 

ent of the Crown, ion the PzorLE; Now * _ ſhow cheir 

gratitude. : 
For 
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For CuasriTY, Tos bleſs As! is ſo nice 
Pure as the ſnow, and colder than the ice. 


Thus then, as J have ſaid before, 
Sweetly ſhe ſlept, and probably might ſnore, 
In good old SiMox's unmoleſting arms: 
Some years, with this Antique of Chriſtian clay, 
Did paſs in this ſame taſteleſs, tranquil way © 
A Gods! how lucky. for ſuch tender charms! _ 


Ves, very S it ſeem'd to be; | 
For, had NAROISsA wedded ſome young 7 We 
Their impudences, all forſooth ſo free, | 


Had robb d her eyes by night of half their naps. ; 


And yet, on ſecond thoughts (ſometimes the bones. 
Ladies might chooſe to loſe a little reſt, 

Keep their eyes open for a Lover's ſake, 

And thus a ſacrifice to Curio make. 


It pleas'd at Logen the Lord who dwells on highs: 
To bid the good old fimple S1Mon die; 
Sleep with his fathers, as the Scripture has it: 
NAaRc1SSA wept, that they were doom'd to part, 
Blubber'd, and almoſt broke her little heart— 

So great her grief that nothing could ſurpaſs it. 
Not NI OBE mourn'd more for fourteen brats— 
Nor Miſtreſs 'TorTs*, to leave her twenty cats. 


* The famous ſinger. She died a few yours fince at Venice, 
and left to every cat a legacy. 
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Not to his grave was poor old SIMON. Hurried; 
No! 't was a fortnight full ere he was buried. 
P is ſaid old S1Moy. verily did ſtink. 
A pretty Sermon on th? occaſion giv'n 
Prov'd his good works, and that he was in heav'n n: 
Scraps too of Latin did the Parſon link 


Unto the funeral ſermon, all ſo ſweet, ” | 
The congregation and the dead to greet : 

For every Wife that is genteelly bred 

Orders a ſprig of Latin for the dead. 

And of a ſprig of Latin what's the coſt 2— 

A pour half l at the . 


Latin 1 e is a kind of balm, 

That honoureth a corpſe juſt like a pſalm; 
And tt is believ'd by folks of pious qualm, 
Heav'n won't receive a ſoul without a pſalm.— 


But now for poor NAROISsA, wailing dove! 
Nothing —no, nothing equall'd her dear love: 
Such tears and groans burſt forth, from eyes * 
Where'er ſhe went, ſhe was ſo full of woes, [ mouth; 
Juft like a diſmal day that rains and blows a 
From every quarter - eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth ; 
And like ſome fountains were NARCISSA's eyes, 


Lifting a conſtant water to the ſkies, 


- Reſolv'd 


SS 
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Reſolv'd to keep his image near her breaſt, 


She got him beautifully carv'd in wood; 
Made it her bed- fellow, to ſoothe her 8 


And thought him much like him of fleſh and blood, 


Becauſe it lay ſo wonderfully quiet, 
And like old Simo never bred a riot. 
was for ſome weeks, ſweet ſoul, it was her plan 


Nightly to hug her dear old wooden man : 


Yet, verily, it doth my fancy ſtrike, 
That buxom widows, full of rich defires, | 
Full of fine prancing blood, and Love's bright fires, 
Might ſuch a wooden ſupplement diſlike: 
But who can anſwer for the ſex, indeed? 
Of . moſt wonderful we nne read 


it came to paſs, a Youth e the Dame 


Burning to ſatisfy a lawleſs flame, 
With much more paſſion fill'd, the rogue, chan grace, 


What did he? Brib'd, one night, Narcis8A's mai, 


And got his limbs, fo dev'liſh ſaucy, laid, 


Th' impoſtors, in poor wooden SiMOx's place: 
SUSAN, though born amongſt a vulgar tribe, 5 


Kuew nature, and the nature of a bribe.— . 


The Dame came up, delicious, and undreſt, 


When Susax's candle ſuddenly went out— 
Minfartuness ſometimes, will attend the beſt— 

No matter Sweet Nanclssa made no rout.— 

VOL, III. . She 
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She could not miſs the way, although *t was dark, 
3 | Unto her bed, and dear old bit of bark. 
| ©  Inflipp'd the Farm, fo freſh, beneath the ſheets, 
Thinking to hug her dear old oaken Love— 
But lo, her Bzp-FELLOw with kifſes greets! 
She trembles, like an aſpen, pretty dove 
In ſhort, her terror kept her ſo much under, 
She could not get away and where's the wonder? 
Since *t is an old and philoſophic notion, 
T hat terror robbeth all the limbs of motion. 
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The upſhot of the matter ſoon was this— 
Fer horrors ſunk, and died, at ev'ry Kiſs; 

- And, ſtead of wiſhing for the man of wood, 
She ſeem'd to reliſh that of fleſh and blood. 


Next day, but not indeed extremely ſoon | 
Some five or ſix o*clock—rthe afternoon, 

5 Sus Ax came tapping at the chamber- door: 

0 Now this was very prudent, to be ſure; 
It had been fooliſh to have tapp'd till then) 

4 Well, Madam, what d'ye chooſe for dinner, pray!“ T} 

« Fiſh, fleſh, and fowl,” the Lady quick did ſay— M. 

The beft of ev'ry thing don't care aben. þ- Fo 


„But, Madam, 1 want wood to make a fire 

6 OW rather late our hands we have no time on.“ 
« Oh,” cried Nakcissa, full of her new SQUIRE, 

nn, SUSAN, you may go. * burn old SIMON. 
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ODE To THE KIN 8. 


WRITTEN SOME TIME SINCE, 


* 
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AN . pleaſe your MEST v, t was rumour'd lately 
Tat you had got it in your head ſo ſtately, 
That we mult have a law-ſuit—God' forbid it !: 
Whether 't is HAWRESR RV, or his GRACE of Lanbe, 
Invented ſuch intended hoſtile deedss 
Or whether the more lofty SA L's RRV did i, 
I ſay not but great Lords are giv'n to chatter 5 
80, Sir, I deem it all a lying matter.. 


There's my Lon D BLUFF too—CARDIGAN the Great, 
Whoſe faceDams NATURE never meant ſhould cheat; 
Who, if aught | hurts the King, doth ſhrink and wince, 
As Faithful to his Sov'reign as his Printe 
Brimfull of loyalty his noble breaſ ; 
Large and fermenting like a tub of yeaſt ! 

Glad at the aloes thrown into my cup, 

{He ſays too that you mean to eat me up. 


That heartily they wiſh it, I don't doubt -- 
Moſt loyal ſeem they in your cauſe, and ſtout! 
You can't think how. they /zem to take your. part; ; 


And at the Poet, as the Devil, ſtart— TT | 1 
re, 3 Ooty £4 04: | 


I fay the Devil, Sir, betnnle tous Panne ward 
Are with the Devil oft in large ame N 
* e They 
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They open'd an account, Sir, long ago— 
And SATAN $ a great creditor, I know. 


Yes, Angels bs they ſeem to take your part, 
And at the Por, as a Demon, ftart ; 

Juſt like a horſe or aſs at ſome wild beaſt 
Prepar'd to jump upon. their backs, and feaſt, 


This LoYALTY's a bird of paſſage, Sire; 
Likes the ſun's eye—a comfortable fire! 
Warm'd by this fire, ſo cheerful doth ſhe ſing 
The hack'd old ballad, call d © God fave the King.“ 
But be in trouble, Sir, ſoon, very foon 
The JADE will drop the good old tune. 


Yes—much your Lords are like the birds of May, 

Crying, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, fo gay; 

But if a gloomy month appear, ſo rough, 

And froſt, and ſnow, and ſtorms lay waſte the land, 

Where are the pretty birds with note fo bland 2? 
5 Off! | 


Spit on the Courtiers, when . praiſe 3 at; 
What from their mouth's unhallow'd cenſer flows? 

Inſtead of Fame's perfume, ſo paſſing ſweet, 

— Ts paid rr e ſmoke beneath thy noſe! 


„ Sap 15 


Good God! that man ſhould fo far loſe his nature, 
To beg HyyPocrisy to mould each feature— 
Crawl like the meaneſt reptile of the plain; 


_ Kick d, — wWhipp — and whiſtled back again 
| Op 


v4 


5— 


ou 


On levee- days you always hut your hen. 


k | - , 3 ; ; . 1 5 
Now if 4 Bard, and that a Heathen too, 
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And that you never ſee my fancy d Cur., 
Indeed, Sir!!! then I ſtrongly do ſurmiſe 


ODE TO A MARGATE HOY. 


WHEN VIII ſhipp'd himſelf for Greece; 1 
Whether to ſcape the Bailiffs, J can as £50 
Or libels wrote, got drunk, and broke the Os” 
But HoRAcr wrote an Ode, to with him COR 


Whether, like Margate Hor the ip; was cramm 4 
With Roman Quality, no hiſt'ries know it; 


But Horace ſwore ſhe might as well be d n' 95 


As ſhow her noſe again without the Poet: 
In the ſame verſe he breath'd a pious wiſty . 
To bluſt'ring Boreas, and the * King of Fi. ; 


Could offer verſe to make old Ocz av quiet, 
Inſtruct the great King N. EPTUNE abe was who, 
And bid the God of Mackrel breed no riot; F. 


A Chri * Bard may give a Hoy l 
So oft with valuable people ſteow d: 
That, thick as rats or maggots, Som- Wool „ 
Crawl down tae ladder to their wat? V way! by 79-51 
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' 1 * Neptune,” * | 5 orc 7 #98 ad >. 


way. 4 
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You tell me that ſuch reptiles you ably... 
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Go, beautedus Hoy, in ſafety ev'ry inch! [forbid! 
That ftorms ſhould wreck thee, gracious Heav'n 
Whether commanded by brave CayTain Fincn, 
Or equally tremendous CarTAIx KI DD. 
Go, with thy cargo Margate- town amuſe ; 
And God W thy Chriſtians and thy Jews! 


5 S008 as them gett'ſt within the Pi ier, 
a All Margate will be out, I trow, 

And people ruſh from far and near, 

As if thou hadſt wild beafts to ſhow. 
r 4% 48 | „ 

O Vexvs, Queen of ev'ry kiſſing joy, 

Beneath thy ſoft protection take the Hoy; 

Protect each Damſel from the dangerous brine; 
For many a Nymph it holds, thou calleſt thine. 
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Alas! the little Loves, and blooming Graces, 
Would all put' on: moſt melancholy faces, 
Should OCEAN, hoſtile to the ſoft Des8IREs, 

0 erwhelmingy quench for aye their am'rous fires. 


My good friend Jonxs0x—MrsDAxEs Wixpzor, 
'KeELLy, 
Who for the Public, let me tell ye, 
And through St. James s-ſtreet, the Park, Pall-Mall 
| Oft lead their lovely giggling Tits along, 
A pretty pleaſing faſcinating throng— 
Huch would berg W to and the voyage fail: 


| 
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Like 
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Like three ſtout men of war for ſafety made, 
From port to port, who convoy the fair trade 


Or three protecting Dvexs, that guard their brood, 


And lead their cackling young to piek up food. 


Vet not alone would thoſe be taken napping— 
Great were the Ioſs of Gentlefolks from dab et 
Who, fond of travel, unto MarGarTE roam, 
To gain that conſequence they want at home. 
At ManeArE how like Quality they firut! 
Nothing is good enough to greet their jaws; 
Yet, when at home, are often forc'd, God wot, 
To ſuck like bears N from . p | 


Fi orc'd on an old joint-ſtool their tea to Sake 
With treacle ſtead of ſugar for their gums; 
Butt*ring their hungry loaf, or oaten.cake, [thumbe. 
| Like mighty CHARLES of wants with their 


But wv 0 me— ben is Tr on-board, 

That ſeems the Lady of a firſt-rate Lord, 

With ſtomach high puſh'd: forth as if i in ſeorn,. 

Like craws of ducks and geeſe o ercharg? A corn 

| Drefs'd in a g gorgeous e gown, 

Which, roſes, like the leaves of cabbage, e cou 

With alfo a bright petticoat of pink 

To make the eye from ſuch «luſtre ſhrink? EEE 
| Yes, 
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Yes, who is ſhe the Patagonian dame, 


As bulky as of Heidelberg the tun; _ 
Her face, as if by brandy taught to flame, 
In blaze ſuperior to the noonday ſun— 


With fingers juſt like ſauſages, fat things; 

And loaded much like curtain-rods with rings: 2 
Ves, who is SHE that with. a ſauinting eye 
eee poor paſſengers that ſick” ning ſigh; 

Sad, pale-nos'd, gaping, puling, mournful faces, 
Deſerted by the blooming: ſmiling GRacks; 
That, reaching oer thy fide, ſo doleful throw. 
The Romach's treaſure to the fiſh below? ö 


Tis 3 Bacoy,. proud; of worldly goods, 
Whoſe firſt ſpouſe ſhay' d and bled—drew teeth, 
made wigs; | 
Who, having by her tone deftroy” a1 poor Suns, 
Married a Fes that educated e f 


But hark ſhe ſpeaks! extremely like a man! J 
Raiſing a furious tempeſt with her fan— 
„Why, Captain, what a beaſtly ſhip! good God! 


- % Why, Captain, this indeed is very odd! 
„ Why, what a grunting dirty pack of doings! 
„ For heav'n's Ge. Captain, ſtop the creatures 


b- 8 perk 


ob hark! the Capriin a ee Miſtreſs Bai cox, 


66 5 own 1 can't be with ſuch matters taken; 
6 I likes 
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I likes not vomitings no more than 5, 
«« But if ſo be that gentlefolks be ſick, 
A woman hath the bowels of OI Nick, 
Poor ſouls, to bung their mouthg—'t were like 
2 Jew.” | 


Majeſtic Miſtreſs Bacox ſpeaks agen. 
Holle have no bus neſs to make others ſick : 
don't know, Miſter Captain, what you mean 
© About your Jews, and bowels of Old Nick: 
If all your cattle will ſuch hubbub keep, 
IS 1 know that I ſhall leave your ſtinking ſhip. 


Some folks have dev'liſn Joins guts, good Lords 
What bus'neſs have ſuch cattle here aboard? 
Such gang indeed to foreign places roam? 

" ＋ i is more becoming them to Por at home. 


But bark! the Captain properly rephes— 
„Why, what a breeze is here, G-d d=n my eyes? 
“ God bleſs us, Miftreſs Bacon! who are you? 
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8 ** Zounds, Ma am, I ſay, my Paſſengers ſhall p- in. 
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- DEDICATED TO LORD HAWKESBURY. 


KINGS really are in general not /o bad; 


And therefore I muſt take their part; 


But tt is their ſervants that are drunk or mad, 


With every demon trick and little art. 


iS Champions for Maſter's fame, they fire away; 


And, midſt the buſtle of the idle fray, 
Like lubbers, knock him on the head; 


8 Then, ſtaring, wonder how he ſhould be dead! 
f Sometimes a King diſcovers he has eyes 
Then for himſelf he e that is wiſe... 


4 Once on a times. a es not a ſock, 


D 


7 Trying to irritate. the noble beaſt, 


Though in the under claſs of WisDom's ſchool,. 
Amid his ſubjects had a Monkey got, 


} Who, rather impudent enough, 


Would take his Sov'reign's foibles off, 
| Tell ſtories of him—mimic him—what not! 


This for the ſcheming Warr was quite a feaſt,. 
Who told the Monarch of the Monkey” 8 finving,. | 
| Relating all his mimicry and grinning, 


cc. What, a 


PETER PINDAR, ESQ. „ 


— * "oy T _ a »„— 


Rr 


What, what, what doth he ſay?” the Lrox cry'd.— 
«© Dread Sir, you are moſt wickedly belied,“ 
Rejoin'd the Wolf, with brazen face— 
« He ſays that you to Merit are no friend, 
„And only to a Patronage pretend; 
« And Hight th? inferiors of the Brutal Race. 


- He ſwears yon don't encourage uſeful beaſts; 
„That for yourſelf alone you're making feaſts; 
„And that it is beyond a queſtion, 

No beaſt has ſuch a wonderful digeſtion 5 

« That, all fo ſaving, you would ſkin a ſtone, | 
„And only think of number ones | 

« And that it is a fin indeed and ſhame 

% My Lapy LIONEss ſhould do the ſame; 
„That ſycophants, who flatter, fawn, and creep, 
« Are really all the company you keep; | 


That beaſts of talents, whom you ſhould ſupport, 


Are all forbid to ſhow their noſe at Court.“ 


What?“ quoth the NMovancu—“ what, what? 


doth he ſo?“ 


„Ves, SIRE ; now hang * and the rogue ; 


requite. 
„ Worr,“ quoth the LIox, “ no, no, no, no, no 
I fear, I fear, ö the rogue 4 in the Nut. 


* 


Now this was noble—like a King, in footh— 
Who ſcorn's to 2 a 1 for the truth. 
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The WOLVES, the BEAR, and other BEASTS: 
K+ e - 


ALL JuDGEs ſhould be mild and juſt : 
This is the caſe with Engliſt ones, I trust 
SBauch K“, B, ſhine— thoſe rare 1 
Neither of eſe a raſh or hot-brain'd fool— 
Moſt charming dove-like Imps of Mxxcxꝰsõ ſchool, 
Whoſe names ſhall live to diſtant ages 
All meekneſs, ſweetneſs, tender nature 
And all their virtues of a giant ſtature! 


What 3 it Hap maſt yield a land, 
To ſee ſuch gocdliy men upon the Bench, 
Whom none can with a ſingle murder brand; 
Whoſe hearts, ſo pure, did ne er emit a ſtench 
Like carrion, fo offenſive to our noſes, 
But ſcents of lilies, violets, and roſes!!! 


| They never, with the 33 of the "WIG 
Dar'd dictate, brow- beat, and control the] uries; 
Nor wilful miſinterpreted the Law: ; 
Full well they know that Juries are above em! 
And tt is aſtoniſhing how much they love em! 
3 Fudge and Jury thus together draw 


With 
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With ſo much ſhoe; like a pair of nags, 
Behold ! no tongue opprobrious wags! F[ScRocs! 
No tongue cries, © JEFFRIES, bloody JEFFREEs, 


„Hang, hang thoſe traitors, like a brace of dogs! 


« Not in their beds be they allow'd to die— 

% Nor let their putrid carcaſes have graves: 
„Slap Pirx's face, if e' er ſhe bids her eye 
Fold but a drop for ſuch a pair of knaves. 


Full of rich charadter ſhall ſuch defend; 


And honour'd with their high-fam'd fathers ſleep; 


Fair Jusricꝝ ſhall with ſighs their herſe attend, 
| And PiTY's s ſong of meinen weep. 


L th leaves, whilft others fall ance away, 


And load of Darn the ſolitary glooms, 


Lo! Grony from her ſun ſhall pluck a ray, 


And bid it ſpread eternal round their tombs. 
Yet Nations have been cunts with wicked Judges, 
Who, fond of pow'r, poſſeſs d hard jury-grudges; 
Who calmly ſent poor culprits to their graves, 


Juſt as an Eaſtern Deſpot ſends his ſlaves. 


For /uch I'pen a neat Æſopian tale; 
Hoping the pretty —_ will 4 f 
Un" > Beaſts moſt bitterly complain'd, 
(And who will not complain, whoſe cheekis ſmitten 2) 
That from the Wolves much hardſhip they ſuſtain'd, 
And often moſt inhumanly were bitten. | 
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This wantonneſs DAME Jusr1Cs did cry, ( fie” on— 
And mention'd it, but vainly, to the Lion. 


„ Thoſe 3 furr d raſcals!” ES F the angry 
Beule, | 
% Each Welt upon our meat ende feaſts; 
& Yet Snap's the word, and quick off goes a head: 
We muſt take out their teeth—it'can't be borne— 
Ves, from their jaws their grinders muſt be torn.— 
00 Behold, the very helds with blood are red. 


;thur firſt the Bild muſt be conſulted—Buvin, 

Who did not much approve jaw-ruin, 

With his black hide, to all the Beaſts appear 4, 
And with much gay their ſtory heard. 


« Sirs, (quoth the Bean) you talk of taking teeth 
With ſuch an eaſy and familiar Breath, | 
As though it might be pleaſant to their jaws; 
But I muſt aſk the Wolves if they'll conſent 
That from their mouths their grinders ſhall be rent; 
For this is neceſſary, Sirs, becauſe 
The Wolves are owners of the teeth, and therefore, 
Before Ruseini's * call'd, will aſk a wherefore. 


Bu, in conſequence, the Wolves addreſt: 
« Loxp WoLves, it is the with of many a beait, 


»The Chevalier; a famous dentiſt, 
4: *' 8 : joe 40 That 
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« That you as your = weth may all be pull 45 
„PD. mn me if I would loſe my ſnags, my Lords; * 
I'd tell the knaves ſo, in ſo many words — 

« Gd d mn me, of one's s grinders to be Gurl'd! 


64 What! loſe our x teeth | excin'd the Weng 
7 no no- | 
«6 | We'll keep them, if it . only be. fag Ge. 

1 Say, my” Lonn Brolx, that, and let them 
« Nay, tell the fools, we wiſh them ſomewhat longer, 
Sharper, and more of them, and ſtronger; | 
" And, a we loſe them, force ſhall only do it.” 


LS 
* 


This anſwer of the Wolvxs, Loxp 8 
Which anſwer did not pleaſe the Beaſts at all; 

Who lighted, now no longer pray d and courted, 
But on the villains faft began to fall, 

Choak d two or three prime Rogues, and, on condition, 

Receiy d from all th' affrighted reſt, /ubmiſſon. 
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O DES Tro KIEN LONG, 
* HE PRESENT EMPEROR OF CHINA ; 
WITH 
THE QUAKERS,. A Taz, . 67. 


Ara BxpBilov Govraw, &. ANACREON. 


% Yes, let us ſtrike the Lyre, and ſing, and rhime; 
By far the wiſeſt way of ſpending time.“ 
So ſays Ax Ack zo, my dear Kizn Leno; 
Let Bairain then, and Cana, hear ov). Song. 


EMPEROR or CHINA. 


| Dear Kixx Lon, . GE 
AT length an opportunity 2 rAfelf "By con- 
verſing with the ſecond PoTENTATE upon earth, 
GEorce the Tiny being moſt undoubtedly the 
1. although he never made verſes. Thy praiſes 
of Mouxpen, thy beautiful little Ode to TEA, Kc. 
have afforded me infinite delight, and to gain my 

Pi audit, who am rather difficult to ny _ I aſſure 
| 9385 be a feather in thy imperial eap. 5 


Prineipibus oe iſe vitis, non ultima laus 2 


Praiſe from a Bax D of my poetic ſpirit, 
Proclaims indeed no {mall degree of merit. 


7.8 - %%% ©. Bueule 
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Excuſe this piece of egotiſm it is natural, and juſti- 
fied by the ſublimeſt author ities. What ſays Vixcir? 
1 Tentanda via eff gud me guogue poſſim 


40 Tollere bumo, victorque virim volitare fer ara,” 


What, lkewils, Luckkrius! ? 
« Tnfignemque meo capiti petere inde coronam 
Unde prius nulli velarunt tempora Muſe.” 


What, alſo, Ovid ? 
40 . 7 exegi, e. 


What, moreover, Horace? - 
% Exegi monumentuin ere perennius,”” & c. a 
What, Exxtus? 


« Nemo me lacrumeis decoret nec funera fletu, &Cc. 


What, again, the great Father of Poetry, Homes, 
in his delightful Hymn, that ſome impudent Scho- 
Laſts — he never wrote? 85 


— d αναι cevne 106 AOIAQN 
Ey ad: TWAEITOL 5 X01, TEW rip the ldi 
Tophes Aung one de Xi £vk THTHNOGEC TY, 


Ta marc weromio dy a dpi bi Aoidaie 


ha with a few preceding lines omitted in the 
quotation, I thus a little paraphraſtically and beauti- 
fully tranſlate: 


— 


Should CunrosrTy at times inquire 
Who ſtrikes with ſweeteſt art the Musz's 1 ; 
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This be thine anſwer 4 A poor man, ſtark blind: 
An aged minſtrel that at Cxios dwells, 
Who ſells and ſings his works, and ſings and ſells, 
And leaves all other poets far behind.“ | 
So much for my profound learning in defence of 
egotiſm; for where is the man that does not rank 
bimſelf amongſt his own admirers? | l 


Now to the point, —As Lonp MACARTNEY, with 
his moſt ſplendid retinue, is about to open a trade 
with thee, in the various articles of tin, blankets, 
woollen in general, &c. &c. in favour of the two 
Kingdoms ; why might not a literary commerce take. 
place between the GREAT KIEV Lowe, and the no 
leſs celebrated PETER PIN DAR? Thou art a man of 
rhimes—and ſo am I. Thou art a genius of un- 
common verſatilityſo am I. Thou art an enthuſiaſt 
to the Muſes—ſo am I. Thou art a lover of novel- 
ty- ſo am I. Thou art an idolater of Royalty- fo 
am I. With ſuch a congeniality of mind, in my 
God's name, and ine, let us ſurpriſe the world with 
an interchange of our lucubrations, both for its im- 
provement and delight. And 6, ai thee that I 
am not a literary ſwindler, unable to repay thee for 
goods I may receive from thy Imperial Majeſty, I 
now tranſmit ſpecimens of my talents, in Ode, Ballad, 
Elegy, Fable, and Epigram. 7 : 


I am, dear KrrN Lons, 
* hy humble Servant and brother poet, 


4. 
5 P. PIN DAR. 
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ODES to KIEN LONG. 


PETER COMPLIMENTET KIEN, LONG ON uy POETICAL TAs 
LENT, AND CONDEMNETH THE WANT OF ee, 


. TASTE IN WESTERN KINGS, 


D. 2 AR Eme' Non, PRINCE or 1 Potts, noble Ban, 
Thy brother PETER ſendeth thee a card, 
To ſay thou art an honour to the times 
Yes, PrrER telleth thee, that for a King, 
Indeed a moſt extraordinary thing, 
Thou really makeſt very charming rhimes. 


Witneſs thy MouxDEN *, which we all admire; 
Witneſs thy pretty little Ode to TEA, 

Compos'd when ſipping by thy Tartar fire; 
Witneſs thy many a madrigal and glee. 


Believe me, venerable, good KIEN Lons, 
Vaſt is my pleaſure that the Muſe's fong _ 
| Divinely ſoundeth through thy Tartar grovesz 
Stil greater, that the t of Eaſtern Kings 
Should praiſe in rhime the Tartar vales and ſprings, 
And pay a tuneful tribute to the Lov ES. 
* A favourite city of the Emperor, 


Yet 
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Vet how it hurts my claitic foul, to find 
Some Weſtern Kings to poetry unkind! 


But no—the note is, ow go ets: fore? 
„ What, what's the priceof bullock? how {ele lamb? 


What thongh they want the ſkil-to make a riddle, 


Charade, or rebus, or conundrum ;—ftill 


Tho e Kings might ſhewtowards them ſome good will 


And nobly ne Apollo's hddle. 


„ I want a boar, a boar, I want a boar; 


« I want a bull, a bull, I want 4 ram.” 
Whereas it ſhould be this—* I want a Band, 
„To cover him with honour and reward. 


Kings. deem, ah me! a grunting herd of ſwine 


Companions ſweeter than the tuueful Nine ; 


Preſerring to Fan's dome, a hog-ſiye” $ mire; 


The roar of oxen to Apollo! 8 lyre. 


66 Lord! is it pollble os I hear thee groan— 


| Kien Loxs, tt is true as thou art on thy throne:.. 


For ſouls like thine, t is natural to doubt it 
| MACARTNEY can inform thee all about it. 


ODE 
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ODE II. 


MORE COMPLIMENTS TO THE EMPEROR=—A DISSERTATION 


ON THRONES, AND KINGS AND QUEENS—A VERY PROPER | 


ATTACK ON THE FRENCH REVOLUTIONISTS—THE FATE 


of POOR RELIGION, PROPHESIED——ALBO, OF HIS HOLINESS 


THE PFOPE—MORE LAMENTATIONS ON DEGRADED 10 v 
arr. 


THOU att a ſecond Ailas, great kizv Loxe;z 
Supporting half th' unwieldy globe, fo ſtrong ; 
But, Lord! what pigmy ſouls to empire rife ! 
Unconſcious of its glorious frame, they ſleep 
Now juſt like mice from pyramids that peep, 
Thinking a hole* 84 hole, where'e er it lies. 


— bes too th pow'r in this ſame world— 
Things are too often topſy-turvy hurl'd! 
A bug condemn'd to fy that ſearce can crawl; - 
A maggot taken from his little mit, 
(There by the great AlI-wisz moſt aviſely put) 
Jo grovel 'midft the grandeur of St. Paul.! 


Unluckily moſt thrones are plac'd ſo high, 
| That Kings can ſcarce their loving ſubjects ſpy, 
Hopping beneath them, like ſo many crows z 
Which ſubjects have in France been taking 
Great liberties in ladder-making, 

To get up nearer to the royal noſe. 
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Thus 2orens ere long their pigmy pow'rs will try; 
And, turning to the clouds their little eye, 

Aim to arreſt, by frequent daring flights, 

Their elder brothers of the ſkies, the Krres! - 


And yet I hate a Fool upon a throne — 

We have been happy hitherto, thank God; 
How boys would burſt with laughter, ev'ry one, 
Were mon ley- ſchoolmaſters to hold the rod! = 


Yet much more miſchief follows royal fools, 
As realms are on a larger fcale than /choolr— 
Th' AmERICANS provide againſt all this: 
Which certain CN RE take much amiſs! 


. And then again, the wi vet f glorious Kings, 
In generoſity, and ſuch-like things . 
And temper mild, who well themſelves demean, 

Are for the ſulject a rare happy matter; 

And let me ſay indeed, who ſcorn to flatter, 

We BrIToNs are moſt lucky in a Queen. 


| of humbling their ſuperiors, folks ſeem fond, 
And treating Monarchs as ſo many logs; 
Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond, 
Some fiſh, ſome frogs. 


Thus 40 the rebel foes of Sovereigns cry, 
Rending with vile diſloyalty the ſky : 


« When will the lucky Cay be born that brings 


6 A bridle for the inſolence of Kings? 
. 8 « Too 


— — 
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4 Too ſlowly moves, alas! the loitering hour! 
e When will thoſe TVRA NTS ceaſe to fancy Mx 
« A fawning dog in Providence s > laſh 


© Ordain'd to lick the blood Talu'd rodotPow'n?” 


- Kings have their faults un Joubredly, and many— 
The man who contradicts me, is a Zany. 

Some rob, ſome kill, ſome cheat, ſome cringe and beg; 
Curſt with an av'rice, ſome would ſhave an egg. 
And yet, with all their fins, I drop a tear 

On what x m daily forc'd to ſee and hear. 


Great is hs change of lai! fk horrid ſcenes, 
Such little rev 'rence both for Kings and Queens! 
Thus cry the Frenchmen, ſeldom over- nice 
« We want no SCEPTER'D PLUNDERERS of States; 
« Out with them—folly to maintain more cats 
a: Than capable of catching mice. 


« Death to their paraſites—we'll have no more 
« Leeches that ſuck the heart's blood of the poor. | 
et Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords, thoſe Pagan 
72 Mes, | 
« Falſe gods !—away with ſtars, and frings, and 
| arch wn 


The French are very wicked, I 8 

They raiſe upon one's head, one's very hair; 

So much thoſe ſellows Majeſty abuſe— - 

Of Royalty the purple robe ſo grand, 

Which ſeizes the deep rev'rence of a land, 

"Op to a malkin _ to wipe their ſhees. 
ES. Out 
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« Out with State pie psekesr- they cry aloud: 


% Death to the rav'nous eagles,” ries the crowd, 


That happy hover'o'er a PRO LE 's groan; 


46 Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dreſt ; 
 4« FLATT*RY's vile carrion flies, on Kings that feaſt; 


« Rank bugs that ſhelter m the wood of thrones.! 


« The DuSTMAN in his cart that hourly ſlaves, 
« Drawn by an aſs, the partner of his toils, 


% How far ſuperior to thoſe titled knaves, 


« In coaches glitt'ring with a kingdom's ſpoils !” 


The old /ic volo, that with thund'ring ſound, 


| Rous'd all the Provinces of France around, 


(And if great things we may compare to ſmall, 


Juſt like the boatſwain's whiltle, that makes ſkip 


The jovial fellows of a ſhip) _ 
This great $16 vol is not heard at all — 


To humbler phiaſes chang” d by ſome degrees; 


% With your good leave, Meſficurs” —*< Sirs, it 
you pleaſe.” | 


Yes, ſavage are the Fax ven to Kings and Quality; 
Void of good manners, common hofpitality— 
Barb'rous, they dog- like wiſh to pick their bones; 
Make juſt as much of Dukes as of a duck, 
(Nobility has therefore ſhocking luck) | 
And daſh an infant Prince againſt the ſtones. 


Thus butchers calmly ſtick a ſucking pig, 
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REILIOIOx too is in a deep decline; 
Her vot'ries treated like a herd of ſwine 5 
Rich reliques look'd upon as rotten lumber! © 
Ii ho will be canoniz'd for fright'ning devils, EI, rh 
For bringing back loſt limbs, and curing evils, 15 
Scald heads, wry necks, and rickets beyond number, 


Without a draught, a bolus, or FP 
That of redoubted Docrons foil the fcill ? „ 


RELIOIOx, who i in France ſome years ago „„ 
Made in rich filks ſo wonderful a ſhow, RD FA 
So us'd with all the pride of curls to charm, 
Is now, poor ſoul, oblig'd to beg her bread, 
With ſcarce a cap or ribbon to her head, 
Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm. 


Yes, poor der maid, I fear ſhe'll Wa expire: 
Her whips demoliſh'd, and extinct her fire, _ _-* 
Her pincers broken, ſnapp'd in twain her cleayer, 
That flogg'd, that burnt a ſinner to ſalvation, 
Roafling away the ſoul's adulteration, 
And chopp'd and pinch'd him to a true Believer. 


| N 0 longer are her prieſts to be maintain d 

Thus is that horrid beaſt the Dev'l unchain'd, 

That roaring Bull at once his triumph ſhows— 

For, if not paid, what prieſts can prove their might, 
Fight the good fight, % br 

And, like ſtaunch bull-dogs, „ nail him by the noſe? 
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A pretty junta;/ are aj the grin; 
Hoping to V the dark anal ee | 

If all the prieſts refuſe to help a ſoul - 
T hat moſt important conteſt then i „ 


Pull Dxv'L, pull PARSON, will be ſeen 1 no | more. ” 


Yes, at her wounded pow'r RELIGION ines 85 

Alas! no more old bones ſhall make new 3 

No more ſhall LIN T, lean Lady, ery her fiſh; 
No more ſhall ſlices of the croſs be courted; 

: Nagfpis'd the manger that our Lord ſupported, 

His ſacred pap-ſpooh, and the bs os 8 diſh. 


No abſolutions, like potatoes, ſold; 
No purgatory --ſouls redeem'd by Sold 


No more in cloth of gold, and red-heeld ſhoes, : 


Bag-wig and ſword, a mob the Saviour“ views — 
Sold no certificates + of good , our, „ 


To ſhow the Lord, the Virgin, and that Saviour. 


q ; © peg a year this fine mummery | is exhibited in F rance, ad 


12 other Romiſh countries, 


+ In ſome part of Ruſſia, narrow flips of paper, | in form of 
a ribbon, conſecrated by the Biſhop, are fold for about thiee- 
pence a- piece, and bound about the heads of dying people. They 
are certificates of their good behaviour. I he inſc; i ption on each 


is as follows: To old God Almighty, to young God 


Al- 


= mighty, and young God Almighty' s Mama this is to cer- 


% tify that te bearer hercof died a good Chriſtian.” 


No 
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No more ſmall MrxzcLE obtain applauſe, ts 57 1 
Laugh at old Time, and break Dame Nature's laws 


No more dead herrings, fill'd with life and motion, 
Leap from the frying-pan, and ſwim tlie ocean. 1835 
Soon may t this wicked Spirit Real to Rome, _ | oY 


And poiſon ev'ry ſacred dome; 


Reliques be kiek'd and mockꝰ'd by many 4 giber - 


The Pontiff to the wery <vorkhouſe brought, 
Or, what could never have been thought, 7 
Plump'd 1 with his triple crown into the T yber: | 


There may 1 we view him lound'ring wild about, . i . 
With not a SAINT be dubb'd to pull him out: 


The fair chaſte . "Fen angel wings procur 'd, ; 
Ee turn'd to uſes not to be endur'd; . 
To villain pens, inſtead of coding cut, 


To draw lewd figures, and deliver ſmut + 


Melted the Church's ſacred ate to mugs, | 

To candleſticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs; 

To porringers the pipes * of ſacred tunes, N 
And ſilver Chriſts to caniſters and ſpoons. 5 


Phials that held of ſaints the ſuffering ſighs, | 
Seen by the dimmeſt of believing eyes, 
Lo, to the meaneſt offices ſhall fink — 9 
Hold aquafortis, or reviling ink! 2 : 
The VigGin's. gowns. and garters, Rackings, 3 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews 

* Of the Organs. | 

e 2. Her 
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Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, muſlin, lace, - 


Sold to trick harlots for a rogue J embrace! 2 


Now to diſloyal motigrela we return, E 


That bark at Kings, and for nds kn. 5 


PIs have our michty Monarchs been brought down ! ! 
Trod 1 in the duſt, like ſome od Wigs the CRO «SI 
The WAR ERS ſome confin'd in jails ſo dread; 


Some ſhot—ſome poiſon'd with as much ſang-/roid, 
As though the Mon had merely beæen employ'd 


To knock a thieving polecat on the head. 


I birth the Puslie ſees no kind of merit! FE 
Think of the preſent equalizing ſpirit! 
Amidſt the populace how rank it fringe? 


Nay, from the palaces the VIRTUES fly, 
While boldly entering from their beaſtly ſtye, 


The akin ert —.— PE Pig m Kings! 


0 D E 51. 

TEE ro ET WI II Y REPROVETH THE Apabg FOR vs · 
LECTING 10 TURN A PENNY IN AN HONEST WAY, AND 
DEMONS TRATETH THE IKNCONVENIENCY OF NITRO - 
$ITY——PROVING THAT A MIND ON A BROAD SCALE MAY 
BE PRODUCTIVE er NARROW CIRCUMSTANCES. | 


GREAT KING, thou never educateſt ſwine, 
Nor takeſt goſlins under thy tuition ; | 


Nor boardeſt by the week thy neighbour's Eine, 
Like Puanaon's—that is, in a lean condition. 


Nor 
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Nor doſt thou cut down palaces to pens, _ 
Nor ſendeſt unto market cocks and hens; 
Nor to a butcher ſelleſt pork and beef: 
Nor woot nor egg merchant, O King, art thouz. x: 
Nor doſt thou watch the girl who milks the cow, 
For fear the girl might ſip, and prove a thief; _ 
Nor ſetteſt traps to fave thy fowls and eggs, 
And catch thy loyal ſubjects by the 2. 


Nor doſt thou go a /2opping, mighty king; 
J know that thou de/þi/e/? ſuch a thing; 

Ves, to expoſe fuch meanneſs thou art loath= 
Thou ſcorn'|t to pride thyfelf on buying cheap, 
And for ſome trifle a huge pother keep, | 

An ounce of Lackguard *, or a Yard of cloth. 


Nor dot hag ( 9 7 Peep) may deem ſtrange) | 
. Send Pages with a halfper any for change; 

Nor doſt thou (which would be a cry ing fin) 
Cheat of his dues the Parſon of Pe-xix. 4 


Thy mia was form 4 upon an ampler ſide 0 5 
Each thought is generofity—a whale | 
Not a poor ſprat to dunghills to be hurl'd— 
Thy foul a dome illum'd by GRAN PDEuUn's rays, 
That o'er thy mighty empire caſts a blaze ; 
A beacon to inform a world. | 
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| But, ah! "WE Loxs,. bon never wilt he hath 
If generoſity thy heart/bewitoh-y, 1. : 
What ſays Economy, Let ſubjects gran 
i Let MiszryY's howl be muſie to thine ear—  - 
„ Yes, let the widow s and the orphan's tear 
e Fall Pa on thy heart as on a one.” 


© > We 


The ſouls of * her are W 8 l 
With not a ruſhlight "midſt the diſmal winding; 
A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, paſt ane 

Aenne and Mravxxss che t two et. | 

 Ams1710ON, that ni caſts t eyes, 
Mounts on the tempeſt of a ProPLE's gh 
O Emp'ror, GEN RROSITV 's a fool! ! 
She wants advice from Saving Weaver: 5 ſchool. 
e 
| Lodk at a ſmiling field of graſs 45 
Nothing can eat it out, nor horſe nor aſs, 
Provided that you put, to ſpare che feaſt, 
A padlock on the mouth of ey'ry beaſt. 

- == Thus, muzzle but thy palace now and then, 

| Thou wilt be wealthy among ſcepter'd men. 


Invite not a whole MILL Io“ to thine hunt: 
Thy purſe with ſuch a heavy weight would grunt. 


* This is the number of che Emperor's 1 in ge⸗ 
3 neral, at a hunt. ; | 


In 
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4 


In England, when a King a deer unharbours, 27 
The ſport a half a dozen butchers ſhare ; 


Of ſmutty chimney-ſweeps perchaunce a pair; 1 
With nn a den or two of barbers, | 1 96 


What though 't is not quite royal—Rill w we boaſt , 
Of gaining glorious fun with little co, 
The pocket is a very ſerious matter 5 


Small beer allayeth thing A1. mple. water, | | 3 


The ſplendour of a chaſe, or feaſt, or ball, 1 
Though ſtrong, are paſſing, momentary rays 
The luſtre of a little hour; that's all- | . 

While guineas with eternal ſplendour blaze 


ODE. IV. 


PETER BR FAKETH our INTO A STRANGE RHAPSODY, so vx- 
LIE E PETER, WHO CHRIST EN ETH HIMSELF THE POET or 
THE PEOPLE—HE AVIS ETH THE EMPEROR TO ACTIONS 
NEVER PRACTISBD BY KINGS I- 1s 1, OR 18 17 . oN E 
CONTINUED VEIN OF HAPPY IRONS? | | 


GIVE nothing from thy privy pre away, 
1 ay 

Nay, ſhould thy coffers and thy bags run oer, 

Neglect or penſion MERIT on the Poor, | 


Give not to Hoſpitals thy Name's at 

To death-face Fauixx, not a pinch of fauff— 
On Wzarrn thy quarry, keep a fale on- view, 
And from thy very children ſteal their dus. | 
i 5 | Should 
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Shouldſt thou, i in —— bs tumbled bom 5 TY 

| Unlucky, midit ſome river's rapid courſe ; 
Though ſharp between thyſelf and Death the ſtrife, 
| Give not the ita a . that faves wo life. 


Should 190 allure thee to ſome Farn- ONE's arms, 
Who yields thee all the luxury of charms, 
And deluges thy panting heart with bliſſes; 
Take not a fix pence from thy groaning cheſt, 

To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breaſt 1 
| That ſwell d with all its > ardour to thy kifſes. 


Buy not a garland for her flowing hair; 
Buy not of mittins, or of gloves, a pair, 
To ſhield her hands from froſt, or Suumukn's 
ray; 6 . 5 
| Buy not a bonnet defend her —— 9 I 
Nor *kerchief to protect each ſnowy grace, 
And deck her on ſome rural holiday. 
But ſuffer her in homely geer to pine, 
In ſimple elegance where others ſhine. = 
Thou probably mayſt anſwer, with a groan, 
« What! give a vile contagion to the throne! 
« Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 
« Whulft trodden Ment lifts her aſking eyes. 


« That calk, hal cariſh Otiterr anion grin, | 
1 Deck'd by the TOS: of LAZOUR's lun. burn 


Rs: „„ | 
8 „ « Poor 
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6e Poor cart-horſe, envied een his very one? 
e Nen ns! ſhall this Mummer OsrENTATTON cry, 
4 Roaſt in the ſun, thou Mos, in afhes lie; 


„Mine be the guineas, SLAVE, and shine the groats. 


«© Mine be the laxury of wine and oil; ; 
6 Thane, that I e to drink thy toil. 


Ah! fay't thou thus —dares honour this l 
pie | 
Then, noble EMp? ROR, thou witt þ ne 'er be rich 


Gold ſhould not gather in a ſubje?'s 3 
The crew grows mutinous—it cannot reſt; 
"my talketh of equality, indeed! 
No, let the Monareß's bags and coffers hold | 
The flatt'ring, mighty, nay, all-mighty gold; 
On this ſhall 9 Pow. A his finews feed; 


Jove' s eagle near the throne, with eye of 8 
The vengeance- bearer of the royal ire! 
Enrich the realm, $UB0RDINATION dies _ 
Wealth gives a W e that daſhes at the ties. 


Bluſh not, though up to neck, to noſe, in gold, 
To let thy fav'rite Mandarine be told, | 
56-"Fhe Emp” ror pants for money—hunt about:“ 
And ſhould thy Minifter, with i impious breath, _ 
Say, * SIRE, we've ſqueez'd the people nigh 0 
death 
Off with the villain”, $ head, or Ee him out. 
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Tis 8 to leck down upon 12 hovel, 
And count the royal treaſure with a bowel! 


; Pleaſant to mark the whites of wiſhing eyes, ; 


And hear of Poverty” the fruitleſs fighs ! 


Grand, on their knees to fee the million cow'r! 


E Lad yl d. ſubmiſſion i is che feat of Pow” R. 


We'll give thee much inuten on this head; 


Nay, fome examples allo ſhall be brought, 


Which beats a cold dry precept all to nought. 
PrECEPT 'S a pigmy, hectie, weak, and flight; | 


EAM ILE is a giant in his might. 


Then, pr'ythee, to our EvroPe haſte to ſtare; * 


Lo, Euros ſhall produce thee ſuch a Hair 


A Pair! to whom lean Av*RICE is a fool, 


And means to take a leſſon from their fehool. 


ODE v. 


PETER GIVETH AN ACCOUNT OF THE EXPEDITION OF LOAD 


MACARTNEY, AND, CONTRARY TO THE TENOR OF THE 


PRECEDING OF, GPWEETAEE RECOMMENDE Tu GENERQ- 


SITY TO THE EMPEROR. 


KIEN LONG, our G EAT GREAT Peorur, and 


*SQUIRE Pfrr, 
Fam'd through the univerſe for ſaving wit, 


Have 


< 
„ a6 . REY? 
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Have heed uncommon 1970 hn thy weekbs3 
And now a veſſel have they fitted out, 
Making for good Kitn LONG a monſtrous rout, 
To trade, and beg, and aſk. about his health. 


8 This to my ſimple and unconnying Bo 
Seems economical and very kind! 
And now, great Emperor of C China, ſay, 


What handſome things haſt thoa to give away? 


Accept a proverb out of Wispon's ſchools— 
* Barbers firſt learn to ſhave, by ſhaving Fooli. 
Pirr ſhav'd our faces firſt, and made us EIN 
Next the poor Hrench-and now the hopeful Lap, 
Ambitious of the honour, ſeemeth mad 
Jo try his razor's edge upon y chin. 


THEE as a generous Prince we all regard; 
For ev'ry preſent, lo, returning double. 
Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward 


The SO and Loan MACSRTNEY for their 
trouble. 


And now to Grohe and CnantorrE what the 
preſents? 1 7 


No bann we beg vo owls, no pheaſunts 5 
Such gifts will put the palace in a ſweat * 
For God's ſake ſend us 9 that can cat. 
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66 What gifts, I wonder, will thy Kino and Quzrw 
Send to KER Loxs ?” thou ery ſt.— Not much, 
+, Tweens. | | 
They can't afford it ; they 1 are very poor— 
And though they ſhine in ſo ſublime a tation, 
| They are the pooreft people in the nation, 
| So wide of Cyarity their OI vor * EY” 


Our King may ſend a Jain ks and hens; 
„* Perhaps a pig or two of his own breeding 3 
= Perhaps a pair of turkies from his pens; 

| Perhaps a duck of his own feeding 


Or po//idly a half a dozen geeſe, 
Vw orth probably a half a crown a- piece; 
| And that he probably may deem enough 
| | Her gracious MaJzsTY may condeſcend 
Her precious compliments to ſend, _. | 
Tack'd to a pound or two of ſnuff: 


The hiſtory, of Strelitz too, perhaps 1 
A place that cuts a figure in the Maps. 


— 


| Moſt mighty EMr*RoR, be not thou afraid | 
That be ſhall generoſity ag : 


Reader, this expreſſ ion is uncommonly beautiful. — The 
moſt . "pang charities are Oy the largeſt, und moſt accept- 


1 | RIOT — FFM; 7 Sed 
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Send der, 5 rhings—pob! » never + heed the mea» 
ſure— _ 
If Be won't hold the precious 1 


Behold, the beſt of Queens and ele of Kings 


Will build them Barns to bold the treaſure. 


I know thy 1 s ſuch, 

Thou fancieſt thou canſt ſend too b. 

But as I know the Great Ones of our iſle, 

The "AF thought doch ey would make them ſmile. 


Lordi could id ſend the Chineſe Empire oer, 


So hungry, we ſhould gape for mores 


Ves, couldſt thou pack the Chineſe Empire up, 


We'd make no more on't than a China cup; 
Ev'n then My Lapy-SCAWELLENBERG would bawl, 


| os Gote dem de ſhabby folla—vat, dis all ELL 


Whales very rarely make a hearty meal 


Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel; 
Moreover, fond of good things gratis; 5 
Whoſe ſtomach's motto ſhould be, nunguam 22 


Then load away with rarities the p. : 7 OW 
And let us cry, © She made a handſome trip. 
But mind, no humming-birds, apes, owls, mackaws ; 


The de vl take preſents that can wag th cr Jaws. 
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ODE. 


1 SIMPLICITY, I dote upon © tongue; 
And thee, O white-rob'd TruUTE, I've rev 'renc'd 
long— 
I'm fond too of that flaſhy varlet WIr, 
Who ſkims earth, ſea, heav'n, hell, exiſtence o'er, 
To put the merry table in a roar, 
And ſhake the ſides with lugh-connulfing te. 


O yes! in ſweet S1MPLICITY I glory 
To her we owe a charming little ſtory, 


WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, AND THE. 
| . | 


A TALE, 


AS well as I can recollect, 
It is a tory of fam'd WILLIAM PENN, 
By bailiffs oft beſet, without effect, 
Like numbers of our Lords and 111 Po 


Writian had got a private hole to ſpy 
The folks who came with writs, or * How oye do? 


Poſſeſſing, too, a penetrating eye, 
Friends from his foes, the Quaker quickly knew. 


, A bailiff 
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A bailiff in diſguiſe one day, 
Though not diſguis'd to our friend WIII, 
Came, to WizL's ſhoulder compliments to pay, 


Conceal'd, , the catchpole thought, 5 wondrous 


kill. ; 

Boldly bo dec at WIILIAu's door, 
Dreſt like a gentleman from top to toe, 
| Expecting. quick admittance, to be ſure— 
„ 
Wirr's ſervant N a4 bam, with a ftrait-hair'd head, 
Unto the window gravely ſtalk'd, not ran— 


« Maſter at home?” the Bailiff ſweetly faid— 
Thou canſt not ſpeak to him,“ replied the Man. 


„What, quoth the Bailiff, 4c won't he ſee me then ?”? 


_« Nay,” ſnuffled NATHAN, © let it not thus ftrike . 


„% Know, verily, that WILLIAu PE W  [thee; 
% FHath ſeen thee, but he doth not /ite thee,” 


TOA FLEE 
TAKEN OUT OF A wOWr, oF PUNCH. 
AH! poor intoxicated little knave, 
Now ſenſeleſs, floating on the fragrant wave; 
Why not content the cakes alone to munch? 
Dearly thou pay'ſt for buzzing round the bowl; 
Loft to the world, thou buſy ſweet-lipp'd ſoul 


Thus Death, as well as Pleaſure, dwells with Punch. 
DD 2 N Now 
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Now let me take thee out, and moralize— 
Thus tt is with mortals, as it is with flies, 

For ever hankering after Pleaſure's cup: 
Though FATE, with all his legions, be at hand, 
The beaſts, the draught of CIncE can't withſtand, 

But in goes every noſe they mu/?, will MP 


Mad are the Paſſions, as a colt —— 
When Prxvptxce mounts their n to ride 
them mild, 5 
They fling, they ſnort, they foam, tes riſe inflam d, 
Inſiſting on their own ſole will ſo. wild. 


Gadſbud! my buzzing friend, thou art ada; 
The Fates, ſo kind, have not yet ſnipp'd thy thread— 
By heav'ns, thou mov'ſt a leg, and now its brother, 
And kicking, lo, again thou mov'ſt another! 
And how thy little drunken eyes uncloſe; 
And now thou feeleſt for thy little noſe, 
And finding it, thou rubbeſt thy two hands; 
Much as to ſay, I'm glad I'm here again''— 
Hs well mayſt thou rejoice—'t 1 is very plain, 
That near wert thou to DEATEH'S unſocial an. 


anche now thou rolleſt on thy 8 about, ; 
Happy to find thyſelf alive, no doubt— = 
Now turneſt—on the table making rings; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track, 55 
Now ſhaking the rich liquor from thy back, 
Now flutt'ring nectar from thy filken wings: 
. LE V 
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Now ftanding on thy head, thy ſtrength to find, 
And poking out thy ſmall, long legs behind; 
And now thy pinions doſt thou briſkly ply ; 
Preparing now to leave me farewell, Fly! 


Go, join thy brothers on yon ſunny board, 

And rapture to thy family afford 

There wilt thou meet a miſtreſs, or a wife, 

That ſaw thee drunk, drop ſenſeleſs in the ſtream ; ; 

'Who gave, perhaps, the wide-reſounding ſcream, 
And now fits groaning for thy precious life. 


Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends, 
And wiſely tell them thy imprudence ende 
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Let buns and ſugar for the future charm; 
Theſe will delight, and feed, and work no harm— 
Whilſt Puxcn, the grinning merry imp of ſin, 

Invites th" unwary wand' rer to kiſs, 
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. ELEGY ro ras FLEAS or TENERIFFE. 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1768, AT SANTA CRUZ, IN COM» 
PANY WITH A SON OF THE LATE ADMIRAL BOSCAWEN, AT | 


THE MOUSE OF MR, MACKERRICE,. A MERCHANT OF THA® 
PLACE. | 


YE hopping natives of a hard, hard beds: 
Whoſe bones, perchaunce,, may ache as well as ours, 
O let us reſt in peace the weary head, 
This night=the firſt we ventur'd to your bow = 
* e D D 3 | Thick. 
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Thick av a flock of ſtarlings on our ſkins, ; 


THE WORKS or 


2 
— — —— f — — 
1 — — 


Ye turn at once to brown, the lily's white; 
Ve ſtab us alſo, like ſo many pins 
SLEEP ſwears e come near us n bite. 


In vain we preach—in vain the candle's ray 


Broad flaſhes on the imps, for blood that itch | 


In vain we bruſh the buſy hoſts away; 


F earleſs, on . mY their thouſands pitch— a 


And now T leer a hungry varlet cry, 


« Eat hearty, Fleas—they' re ſome Outlandiſh | 
Men— 


Fat ſtuff—-no Spaniards all ſo lean and dry— : 


Such charming ven'ſon ne er may come agen.“ 


How ſhall we meet the morn?—with ſhameful eyes! 
With nibbled hands, and eke with nibbled faces, 


Juſt like two turkey-eggs, we fpeckled riſe, 


Scorn'd by the Lovrs, and mock'd by all the 
_ Graces. 


What will the lately Nymph, Joanna®, ſay? 


How will the beauteous CaTHERINA® ſtare! 


« Away, ye naſty Britons—foh ! away,” 


In ſounds 1 . will exclaim 85 Fair. | 


M Young Spaniſh Ladies of the Unſt faſhion. 
War 
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What though we tell them twas Mackennick's* bed? 


What though we ſwear t were all MackERRICk's | 


fleas? 
Diſguſted will che 3 turn 8 Fain 


No more we kiſs their fingers on our knees, 


No more our proaning verſes greet their hand; 
No more they liſten to our panting proſe; 
No more beneath their window ſhall we ftand, 

And e their beauties to repoſe. 


The e meet their end; 

The love-inſpir'd Fandango warms no more; 

The laugh, the nod, the whiſper, will offend; 
The wers the ee the „ all be o'er. 


But, O ye 8 bla, an Arab train, 
© Ye daring lght-troops of that roving race, 
Know ye the ſtrangers whom with blood ye ſtain ? 
Know ye the voyagers ye thus diſgrace ? 


One is a Doctor, of redoubted kill, 
A Briton born, that dauntleſs deals in death; 
Who to the Weſtern Ix p proceeds to kill, 
And, ani of thouſands ſtop the breath: 


He is a principal man in the iſland, and 4 Þ edc 
+ At his Excellency s the Governor. 
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A Bany, whoſe wing I —_— and verſe of fire, 
Shall bid with wonder all Paxxassus ſtart ; 

A Barp, whoſe converſe Monarcas ſhall be | 
And, fem 2h learn his oy Odes wy heart“. 


The . 10, a Pupil rare of Maxs, 
A youth who kindles'with a FaTner's flame; | 
| Bern call'd, who fought a kingdom's wars, 
And gave to Immortality a name. 


Lo, ſuch are ave, 8 W ye bite! 

Such is our Britiſh Quality, O Fleas !— 

Then ſpare our tender ſkins this one, one night 
To-morrow eat. MACKERRICE, if ye pleaſe. 


Part of this prophecy has been amply verified. 
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Tax PRESENT UNNATURAL AND PATAL ENMITY TOWARDS 
" THOSE BEST CREATURES IN THE WORLD, KINGS AND 
QUEENS, PUT TING OUR MOST AUGUST COUPLE MORE ON: 
THEIR GUARD AGAINST EVIL MACHINATIONS, BY SELECT= 
ING MR. TOWNSEND, MR, MACMANUS, AND MR. JEALOUS, 
THE MOST ACCOMPLISHED THIEF-TAKERS UPON EARTH, 
TO WATCH OVER THEM AS A GARDE DE CORPS; SUCK AN 
| IMFORTANT CIRCUMSTANCE, 90 ILLUMINATIVE OF THE 
HISTORICAL PAGE, COULD NOT ESCAPE THE EAGLE EYE 
OF THE LYRIC BARD, WHO, IN CONSEQUENCE, HAS ADDRES= 
| ED AN ODE OF PRAISE AND ADMONITION TO THE THREE 
AFORESAID GENTLEMEN / 


3 


Means, TOWNSEND, MACMANUS, AND 
 FEALOUS, 


The Thief-takerc, and Attendants on AJESTY. 


2 © friends to 8 b J USTICE JAIL, 


And Jusrick CarT's flow-moving tail, 


= Acceer. the BARp's ſincere congratulation— 
Ye glorious imps, of thief-ſuppreſſing ſpirit, 
Elected, for your moſt heroic merit, 


8 Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation. 
When 
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When res that i Clap,” ; 
Attempted only on the crown a rape, 
Fale Horror rais'd her hands, and roll d her | 
a eyes | 
But ſhould /ome Enave, with fingers moſt unclean, 
; Attempt to ſteal away our Kine and Queen, 
How would the Empire in diſorder riſe! 


Juſt like the nations of the honied hive, 
Who, if they loſe their SOV*REIGN, never thrive. 


At midnight, Io, fome knave might ſteal ſo fly, 
In filence, on the royal fleepy eye, 
And, giving to his ſacrilege a looſe, © 
Bear off the mighty Monarch on his back, 
Juſt as fly Reynard, in his night attack, 
5 Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle gooſe. 


Ye glorious thief-takets, O watch the Pair; 
We cannot ſuch a precious couple fpare — 
O, cat-like, guard the door againſt Tow Parxe: 
Tom Paine 's an artful and rebellious dog, 
Swears that a ſacred throne is but a log, 

And Moxarcus too expenſive to maintain. 


I know their Majeſties are in a fright; 

I know they very badly ſleep at night — 

Tou PAlxE's indeed a moſt terrific word 

A name of fear, that ſounds in ev'ry wind, 

A goblin d—n'd, that haunts.the royal mind ; 

Of DAxocLEs, the hair- ſuſpended {word. 
8 . Why 
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Why ſhould our glorious Soy' reigns be unbleſt 
Why by a paltry ſubject be diftreſt? 

Is there no poiſon for Tou Paixs dined 
Is there no halter for this knave of knaves? 
Audacious fellow! lo, the Crown he braves, 
And calls the Kingdom a poor burden'd 4%. 


For thi poor burden'd %, he ſwears he feels, 
And bids him lift, a regicide, his heels. 


What a bright thought in Grotep and Sanne f 


Who, to eſcape each wicked varlet, 
And diſappoint Tom PAINE's diſloyal crew, 


Fix d on the brave MacManvs, Towxskxp, JeALous, 


Delightful company, delicious fellows, 
To point out, ev'ry minute, who is 0 8 


To huſtle from before their noble Graces, 
Raſcals with ill- looking deſigning faces, 
Where treaſon, murder, and ſedition, dwell; 
To give the life of ev'ry Newgate wretch ; 
To ſay who next the fatal cord ſhall ſtretch— 
The ſweet hiſtorians of the penſive cell. 


O with what joy felonious acts ye view! OY 


Ho pleas'd, a thief or highwayman to hunt! 
Bleſt as ConxnwALL1s Tirroo to purſue ; | | 
Bleſt as old Purs'RAM Brow, and HUuRRY PuxT! 
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How: itch your ir fingers t to entrap a chief! hs 
How nimbly you purſue bim with what ſoul 
Track him from haunt to haunt, to mercy deaf, 
And drag at laſt the felon from his hole ! [7 


Thus when a CHAMBERMAID a FLEA eſpies, 
Ho beats her heart! what lightnings fill her eyes! 
"To ſeize him, lo, her twinkling fingers ſpread, 
And flop his travels through the realm of bed. 


He hops—-the eager damſel marks the j jump; 17 
Now ſudden falls i in thunder on his rump— 0 
She miſſes off hops BLOODSUCKER again: 

The nymph with wild alacrity purſues ; 

Now loſes ſight of him, and now gets views, 

| Whilſt all her trembling nerves with ardour ſtrain. 


Now fairly tir'd, with melancholy face, at el 5 
Poor fighing Susan quits th* important chaſe :— 
Once more reſoly'd, ſhe brightens up her wits, 
And, furious, to her lovely fingers ſpits— 
Thrice happy thought! yet, not to flatter, 

"Tis not the cleanheit trick i in nature. 


Now in the blanket deep he ſees him "Fug 

Who, winking, fancieth SUSAN cannot ſee; 

Now Svsax drags him forth, with victor pride, = 
The culprit cruſneth; and thus falls the FLea ! 


What pity 't is for this important nation, 
The Princes all have had their education ! = 
5 | What 


hat 
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What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away ! 
How had ye moralis'd their youngling hearts, 
. had ye giv'n an inſight of the Arts, 

80 neceſſary, Sirs, for ſov' reign ſway! 


 CunniNnG's a pretty monitor for Kings; 


She teacheth moſt extraordinary things; 
She keepeth ſubjects in their proper ſphere ; | 
She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand, 


Jo dance, to. kneel, to proſtrate at command 


A Kingdom is a Monarch's dancing bear. 


By means of this ſame humble capering beaſt, 
What royal ſhowmen fill their fobs, and feaſt! 5 


O tell the world's great Maſters, not to 2 
A ſubject's murmur is beneath their care: 

When well accuſtom'd to the buſy thong, 6 
Flogging's a matter of mere ſport—a ſong. 

All know the tale of Berry and the Ee 


Lou cruel b—h (a man was heard to ſay), Fa 
Jo ſerve poor creatures in that horrid way”? 


Tord, Sir!” quoth BETTY, turning on her heel, 


The cels are w'd to it! ſo ſaying, — 
And humming ęa ira, continued flying. 


O how I enyy you each bappy name! 
Tims ſhall not eat the mountain of your fame; 
For thus myſelf your Epitaph ſhall write, 

And dare the vile old ſtone-eater to bite. 
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| 'F THE EpITAPH, | | 
6 N ie three crimps of death, knock d down by 5 
| rte; | 
„ hy Sh ood: 3 too, fo "ca j 
„Who choak'd the little plund'rers of the State, 
And, glorious, ſav'd a mighty King and Queen.“ 
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Bebold, the Guards, fo diſappointed, mourn ! 
With jealouſy their glorious boſoms burn, . 

To find by you, dread Sirs, uſurp'd their places! 
« What! not the regiments of Death be truſted! 
« By Thief-takers, O Jeſu! to be ouſted! 

. ThieF-catchers Gardes an corp unto their Graces! E 


Thus, thus a ahi angry men in nh: ab 
Who, with their ſwords and guns, may go to bed. 


Gods! how I envy our great folk their joys! | 
' Your tales of houſe-breakers, thoſe nightly curſes; 

Of Heroes of the Heath, Saint Giles's boys ; | 

HFliſt'reis of Pocket-handkerchiefs and purſes. 


0 for minds-royal, what 2 Wee bod? 


Sweet are of Right band BARRINGTON ihe tales; 

Of changeful Major SEMPLE, charming too! 
Delicious ſtory through each HuLs prevails, 

Full 1 n 3 ſage, and new. 
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Hom the pure kr cams of thicving 8 flow, 
Which through your mouths to gaping Monarchs we 
Aud frequently the royal gage, ye greet | 


W ith, Curious + inſtrumenthy for robbing meet. 


Is ho 1 not with to ſee the glidiog ce 
Wich. whom the purſes oft in filence-ſtray ? 

e would not on the tools with rapture look, 
That from poſt- chaiſes ſnap the trunks away? 


Ihe would not ope falſe dice, ingenious bones? 
A curious ſpeculation, de thrones. | 


Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again; ; 


The GREAT of WINDSOR ſhall ſuch mirth 14 


In days of yore, dull days, inſipid things, 
Kings truſted on to a PEOPLE's lo,, 
But modern times in politics improve 


And Bow:/treet Runners are the ſhields of King gs. 


ODE 10 CELIA. | 


ENV muſt own that thou art paſſing fair; 
Love m thy ſmiles, and Juno in thy air: 
Vet, CIA, if with Gods I may be free, 
I think that Jove commits a ſort of ſin, 
By ſtripping all the Graces to the ſkin, 
| Merely to make a nonpareille of thee. - | 
| E E 2 | CIA, 
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C=LIA, thou WOE" too that thou art «pleaſing; 


Moſt fpider-like, the hearts of mortals ſeizing ; ; 


And what too maketh me confounded ſour, 
Thou knoweſt what I wiſh to hide, 
Which rather mortifies my pride, 4 


That I'm a 5 50 fly, and i in thy, pow 5 ? 


When Nature ſent thee blooming from Abort, 


She meant thee to ſupport the cauſe of LovE; 


To keep alive a beautiful creation— 
Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muſt be told, 


Are really like the ſordid M1sER's geld, 


ME 4450 for want of circulation. 8 


Behold! a guinea, by a proper e, 


Another pretty guinea will produce; 


And thus, O peerleſs girl, thy dee 


| May bring thee cent. per cent. within the year; 
That is, another beauty may appear, 


If properly it minds its duty. 


Of wonder, lo, thou putteſt on the ſtare - 
It ſeems a dark and intricate affair; 

Thou wanteſt a good, able, ſound adviſer— 
Well, then, my dear, at ance agr ce, 


As chamber-counſel to take me; Ws 
I know.none better qualified, nor wiſer: 
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An ODE To a PRETTY MILLINER. 


O NY MPH, with bandbox tripping on ſo ſweet, 
For Love's ſake, ſtay thoſe pretty tripping feet, 
Join'd to an ancle, form'd all hearts to ſteal— 

That aucle to the neateſt leg united, 
Perſape— with which I ſhould be much delighted, 
Fe or men by Title matters gueſs a deal— 


_ Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom divine— 
But, deareſt Damſel, what can make them mine ? | 


Heay'n reſts upon thoſe heaving hills of ſnow ; 3 


The faſcinating dimple 1 in thy chin; | 
In ſhort, tliy charms without, and charms hr = 
Speak, are they purchaſable? al or no? _ 


Thou feels n my ſoul wild ſtaring from my eyes; 
Let me not burſt in ignorance, fair Maid— ' 
Why ſheweſt thou, O peerleſs Nymph, ſurpriſe ? 

I am no wolf to cat thee—why afraid ? 


* 5 0 6 


O could I gain by gold thoſe heav' 1 8 
Could gold once give thee to my eager arms, 
Lo, into guineas would I coin my heart; 
Thoſe would I pour pell-mell-into thy lap, 
With thee to wake to love, and then to nap, 
Then wake again—again to fleep depart. | 


: All happy circled in thy arms of bliſs ; 
To ſnatch, with riot wild, hy burning kiſs ; 
A Fife! a Ron :fand kiſſes let me add— 


EY 3 Ten 
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Ten thouſand ; from the. eee at... | 


And then ten thouſand of my own imprint— # 


Speak, Npting Syren, to a ſwain ſtark mad. 


Heav'ns! o*er thy cheek how deep the crimſon: glows, 


And ſpreads upon thy breaſt of pureſt ſnows | 


Why mute, my ANGEL ? thou diſdain'ft reply! 1 


*Sdeath ! what a cuckoo, what a rogue am I! 


O Nymph, ſo ſweet, forgive my wild deſires ; | 


That knave, thy bandbox, wak'd my lawleſs fires, 


Bade me ſuſpect what CHASTIT * reveres :— 
What will wipe out th” affront, O Virgin, ſpeak, 
That fluſh'd the roſe of virtue on thy cheek, 


Chill'd thy young heart, and daſh' d thine eye. 


with tears? 2 


Go, guard that honour wi 1 1 departed— 


O yield thy beauties to ſome ſwain kind-hearted, 


Whoſe ſoul congenial ſhall with thine unite, 
And Love allow no reſpite from delight. 


Cop — 


A MORAL AFTER-THOUGHT 


O N THE ABOVE. 


Dear IxvocrN E, where'er thou deign'ſt to dwell, 
The Pl ksunxs ſport around thy ſimple cell: 


The ſong of Nature melts from grove to grove; 


Perpetual ſunſhine ſits upon thy vale; 
Context and ruddy HEALTH thy hamlet hail, 
And Echo waits upon the voice of Love. 


But 


W 


But where but chere is ſcowling Gurtr's abode? 
The ſpectred heath; and DAxER's cavern'd road; 
The ſhuffling monſter treads with panting breath 
The cloud- -WFapp d ſtorm inſulting roars around, 
Fran pales him at the thunder's awful ſoundz 
He ſtares with horror on the faſh of death. 


He calls on DARRxTSS with affright, | 
And bids her pour her deepeſt night; 
Her clouds impenetrable bring, | 
And hide him with her raven wing! 


# 


Are theſe the pictures? Then I need not muſe, | 
Nor gape, nor ponder o, to chooſe— - 
O Innocexce, this inſtant I'm thy flave— 
What but the greateſt foo] would be a nave? 


A LYRIC EPISTLE 
. 10 
SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON. 
SIR WILLIAM! what, a new eſtate! 
I give thee j joy of Gaznrg's * fate— | 
More broken pans, more gods, more mugs, 
More ſnivel bottles, jordans, and old | Jugs, 


More ſaucepans, lamps, and candlefticks, and kettles, 
In Gr all forts of culinary metals! 


. A newly- . town, ſiſter in n misfortune to Hercu- 


laneum, Pompeia, and P æſtum. | 
| | Leave | 
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Leave not a duſl-hole unexplor'd 3 
Something ſhall riſe to be ador'd— 
Search the (d bedſteads and the rugs; 
dach things ar ſacred—if, by chance, 
Amide we d, thine eye ſhould glance 
On a nice * of antique bugs; 


Oh, in ſome box the curious vermin place, 
And let us Britons breed the Roman race! 


Old nails, old. knackers. and old ſhoes, 


Mould much DAIx ES BARRINGTON amuſe; 
Old mats, old diſh-clouts, dripping-pans, and ſpits, 


Would prove delectable to other wits; | 
Gods legs, and legs of old joint ſtools, 
Would raviſh all our antiquarian ſchools. 


Some revrend moth, with ne'er a wing, 
Would charm the Knight“ of Soho-Square: 


' A headleſs flea would be a pretty thing. 


To make the Knight of Wonders ſtare. . 


As curlof ſome old Emp'ror's wig, 
Dr Nero's fiddle, mid the flames of Rome, 


That gave ſo exquiſite a jig, 
| Believe me, would be well worth ſending home. 


Oh, if ſome lumping rarity of gold, _ 
| Thy m_y _ eyes by chance behold, 


Sir Joſeph Banks, | 


: Send 


£ 
0 


81 
$ 


PETER PINDAR;//ESQ. "$68 


WV — 
* IS 6 = 4 


Send it to our good K*** and gracious Nn 
No matter what th' —— there“ s none, 
Tis all one! | 


Plain gold will pleaſe, as well as As I ween—— 


Much will the preſent their great eyes regale, 
Let it but cut a figure in the /cale. 


Oh! could an earthquake ſhake down WarPIxG, 
And catch th' inhabitants and goods all napping, 
And then a thouſand years the ruin ſhade, 

What fortunes would be quickly made ! 
What rare Muſzums from the rubbiſh riſe, 
Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes! * 


How portraits of Mol FLANDERS, HANNAH SNELL, 


And Miſs D'Eox, thoſe heroines, would ſell ! 
__-» CanvninsG and Squire: ! 
How would the dilettaxnti of the nation 
Devour the prints with eyes of admiration? 
And to their merits, Poets ſtrike their lyres! 


Sign - poſts, with Old Blue Boars, and Heads of Nags, 


Would from the proud poſfeſſor draw ſuch brags! 


| Red Lions, Crowns and "ED George the 


Third— , 
The Cat and Gridiron, our moſt, gracious Queen, 
With rapt'rous adoration would be ſeen; _ 
5 They would, upon my word. 
Such would tranſport the people of hereafter, 
Though ſubjects now of merriment and laughter. 
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What pretty jordans has my friend to ſpare? 


What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight * 
What Britons, Enawing in the Firth trade, 


Soon as a grand diſcov'ry ſhall be made, 
Are near thee, gudgeon-like, prepar'd to hate? 


What heron god, baptiz d with chamber lye*, 


For which the future connoiffeurs may Aigh,. i * 


Is going into ground, with front ſublime? 
Hereafter to be worſhipp'd ſoon as RD. 5... 
A reſurrection rare, array'd i in green, . 
1 downright ſatire upon Tins g; 


Who ſeems, a poor old fumbling fool, to 3 


| Taking two thouſand years to make a coat. 


A whiſper—lock'd i is the Muſeum door Fc, * 
From whence antiques were wont to firay; $ 

Whoſe parents ne'er ſat eyes upon them more, | 
80 much the little creatures loft their way! 


Sir Wir LIAN hogs an old antiquarian to hunt for him, 


who, when he ſtumbles on a tolerable ſiatue, bathes him in 


urine, buries him, and when ripe for digging up, they pro- 
claim a great diſcoyery to be made, * out comes an antique. 
for univerſal admiration. | | 

+ Some valuable n not long Foy mad their 
eſcape from the Royal M amen, god. travelled. the Lord 
Lo au. weve. 


| Pity 


ED PETER rip An, 8g. 8 
.. —.— ?:. — 
Pity thou could'ſt not news af them obtain, . 


And lend the Ty" and godlin 85 back bs my L : 


Sir WII LLIAM, whas? 8 fond of that ſame Monk'*, 
From whoſe old corner-cupboard, or old trunk, 

Thine hiſt'ry iſſued about burning mountains? 
For who would toil, and ſweat, and hoe the hill, 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill, 


Who eaftly can buy the fountains? _ „„ 


-4 .. 2 


O Knight of Naples, is it come to paſs, 
That thou haſt left the gods of ſtone and braſs, 

Io wed a deity of e and blood + * 

O lock the temple with thy ſtrongeſt . 

For fear thy deity, a comely Se, 
Should one day ramble in a s mood. 


For fee the idols of. a . Kiag, 

So very volatile indeed, take wing; 

If his, to wicked wand'rings can incline, = 

Lord! who would 272 poor old Knight, for 
thine 1 | 


7 


2 Þ He lived in * neighbourhood of Veſuvius, and furniſhed 
the Knight with all his voleanic obſervations, which'paſs on the 
world as his oxvti=Nam quod emis. poſſis dicere j Jure tuum. 

+ It is really true—the Knight is married to a beautiful 
virgin, whom he ſtyles his Grecian. Her attitudes are the mls 
deſirable models for Fa artiſts, 
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- Yet ſbould thy Grecian Goddeſs fly the fane, 


I think that we may catch her in Hedge-Lane *. 
EPIGRA M. 
ON A STONE THROWN AT A VERT SEAT MAN, BUT WHICH 
MISSED HIM. 


TALK no more of the lucky eſcape of the head, 
From a flint ſo unluckily thrown— 


I think very diff*rent, with thouſands indeed, 


Twas a lucky eſcape for the Stone. 


1 0 SH LO E. 


DEAR Curox, well I know the ſwain, 
Who gladly would embrace thy chainz  » 


And who, alas! can blame him? 

Affect not, CHLox, a ſurpriſe ; | 

Look but a moment on zheſe eyes, 
Thou it aſk me not, to name him. 


ON A NEW-MADE LORD. 


THE carpenters of ancient Greece, 
Although they buugnt of wood a ſtubborn piece, 


Not fit to make a block yet, very odd! 


No loſers were the men of chipping trade, 


Becauſe of this ſame ftubborn ſtuff they made 
A dn'd good God! 


* The reſort of the 8 corps, an avenue that opens 


Thus, 


« 


PETER PINDAR, S. 325 


* n 6—— e r 


| Thus, o of the Kone Houſe, a | fupid ry: 
"Whoſe mind to A, B, C, can ſcarcely ſtretch, 
Shall, by a Monarch's all- creative word, 


Become a very decent Lord. 


10 MY CANDLE. 


THOU lone companion of the ſpectred night, 
I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light, 

To ſteal a precious hour from lifeleſs fleep— 
Hark, the wild uproar of the winds ! and hark, 
He s genius roams the regions of the dark, 

And ſwells the thund'ring horrors of the Dr. 


From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies; ; 
Now blacken'd, and now flaſhing through her ſkies. | 


| But all is blocs here—beneath. thy beam, 

I own I labour for the voice of praiſe 
For who would ſink in dull Oblivion's ſtream? 
Who would not live in ſongs of diſtant days? 


Thus while I wond'ring pauſe o'er SnAKSPEARE” 5 
page, | | 
I mark, in viſions of delight, the Sacr, 
High o'er the wrecks of man, who ſtands ſub- 
lime; | | 
A Corvumn in the melancholy waſte, 
(Its cities humbled, and its glories paſt,) 
Majeſtic, mid the ſolitude of TIME. 
VOL, III. „ . Ye 
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vet now to ſadneſs let me yield the hour 
Yes, let the tears of pou friendſhip ſhow ute 


J view, > Wy what ne'er ſhould die 
A Form, that wakes my deepeſt fi igh; 
A Form, that feels of Death the lexifet lleep— 
Deſcending to the realms of ſhade, 7 
J view a pale-cy'd panting Maid; 
I ſee the Virtues o'er their fay'rite weep. 


Ah! could the Mvusz's ſimple pray'r 

Command the envied trump of Fame, 
'On11viox ſhould ELiza ſpares _ 

A world ſhould ck. wh her name, 


Art thou 3 too, my trembling. friend? 
Ah! draws thy little luſtre to its end? 

Ves, on thy frame, Fate too ſhall fix her ſeal— 
O let me, penfive, watch thy pale decay; 
How faſt that frame, ſo tender, wears away! 

How faſt ny 15 the reſtleſs minutes ſteal? * 


A 


_ How 8 now, * ah thread of PrP 2 2 


n 
„ 


Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire! 4 
In vain thy firuggles—all will Joon be 0 der 
At life thou ſaatcheſf with an eager leap : 
Now round I ſee thy flame ſo feeble creeps 
| Faint, leſs'ning, quiv'ring, glimm' ring now no 
more! | | 


| Thus 


P -- 
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Thus ſhall the ſuns of ſcience fink away, 

And thus of Beauty fade the faireſt flow'r— 
For where's the GIANT who to T1ME ſhall ſay, 
« Deſtruftive Tyrant, I arreſt thy pow'r 7”? 
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